


«ii»lw lay «m«a'|||^;'l^ i^ 

p8t_ un^d orftiioiem, m indaed.-X^di' W«''A»i «*■»<«■*«• 
" So it saems to mo,’‘i«jd that i« th* |i>t«id 
P‘ Sl»JK|if of it I have been ‘.ireimifhe fpom the “SUn|a 
I'aetwa O* outpageous 'foi^na.'- Wouid 


frank danby. 




To :::;:::'^K;:;;g 

, E* .ARIA,. 

Dearest, 

■■;!>. You said recently that I had " new d»il.cat«d * book 
*u,” wd you said it as if you were a Hitle hurt that 1 
'Csoiitiisli ' 


Tajit %km onp, then. 
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1 1 fHEfr %■ Hubert ima'^tady bought mhI 
, VV ^ 'ptw^Mly rcbuUt Stone Houw, I’kcadilly, tbeir 
portion 'in &icty was already established. Alter Lady 
Sallust took them up, they ha<l rrnted the family 
mansion of the Lyssons in St., James's iMjuarc for thr« 
seasons. BtJt, naturally, no furnished house, howewr 
dignified, could roof their ambiti«atis indefmitdy. An 
imposing place of their own was <s*senlia!, with at le..tst 
two country estates, a jTicht and racing stupes. 

They leamw! their requirements slowly. The days 
^ seemed now very remote when lartitia thouirhl Kr.ns- 
t ington Palace Gardens was a distinguislusl i*«ltlre>». bat 
.. it WJi^ really only eight years since she aiw! her hu>h.tiu1 
had'ctjfte home from South Africa with a mUlion ot so cd 
j' money, w two stojxrhildmn, and their social way t<* ni.ik<-, 
She reliOa then on her connection with (he Bt»at1ey> .«nl 
her pleasing manners — manners that had hjdjx'il her tn 
earn a; living in days even more remote, before sIjc had 
'met the ptming magnate. She still retained her. so to 
■ ^i»eak, proffessional manner and the pk)tographic smile 
'.that went with it, but she had discarded t.hc Biiai’ley'*. 
She knew now that mm the bead of the family, Sir ja^a: 
©Tiadey hiin^If, of no moitmtit or interest in iIk; 
..,yoiriid that hdid tlfe -Sallnste. She ihook off’ the Briarkys 
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■u- as one shakes fleas from a blanket. It was ridiculous to 
I ttimk of considering their feelings. Loetitia had, as she 
always assured her friends, a great sense of duty. She 
‘ would not have been doing her duty to her husband, his 
children, and the great position thtey had all attained if 
included any of her relations in the new visiting-list 
;?*'?'^£tone‘ House. 

; „^[f* You agree with me, don't you. dear Lady Sallust, 

' ;they would be incongruous, painfully incongruous, it 
would be fair neither to us nor to them, they would be 
imcomfortable. . . 

’'^f course, Lady Sallust agreed with her. Lady Sallust 
klffiw nothing about the many kindnesses the Briarlej's 
had, shown, poor and humble days. All 

Lady SaSttst kn^'^as that,TO^.'W®gners jveto-'diabfelfcally 
rich and the’ ’poK^ party 'lor whfcb.s^r stood, was 
in need Qf,Thaon«y. " She ^aed that 
a barohetc?^ ,,jwas the- outward sign ttat ' »«' Wagiusr ' 
wealth had flowed into some, at tost, of the right channels 
—was quite right in discardii^ relations, friends, or 
acquaintances who might impede her upward flight 
Lady Sallust did not even cmnbat openly Lady Wagner’s 
hint that Sir Hubert’s daughter, her own Tstepdaughter, 
might aspire to a duke. Stone House had been acquired 
from the Banffs, and Calmgford, the heir, although m his 
fortieth yw, was still a bachelor. Afterwards Imstitia 
said that it was upon Lady SaUtet's advice sire sent for 
Manuella before her education was complete, in order 
that the introduction to Calingford might be effected ' " 
. quickly. There were rumours already that this interest- 
noblenaan had begun to the error of his ways and 
‘ his musical comedy amouredes, and was on the look-out 
;:;|0X a suitable alliance.' 

that the first season 
I Wafers at Stone House should be inaugurated 
I^CffW^-out of a daughter, and ,a, series of entertaia* 
vfltih a grand wedding as a probable climax. For 
ii,,L«etitia’s aspirations iWFts sfcmngely lofty, 
■•tow ceased' to to r^te . 
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i stories about her ; but she kept to the unwritto terms 

! of their strange allianp, and, vrilh certain reservations, 

I ; helped her consistently to siaf to the empyrean heights 

of her dreams. ■ 

She explained position frankly to her nephew*; 
Waldo, Earl of Lyssons, just home from East Africa, 
newly come to the family honours and incongruous in 
them. 

“The Wagners represent everything that we want 
least, and need most. The man is fairly possible ; there 
are always people who will talk diet and drugs with him, 
he is only really interested in his liver. The woman 
is . . . w^l, you saw for yourself. But one must do 
something for one^s county. We can’t all break windows. 
I know wond^rte why I sent 'you in to dinner 

with 

Laay'''03lil^t' had a way of saying two or' three thm^s 
at the sami^time. and was sometimes difficult to follow- 
“ Lcetitia Wa^er wanted to get into Society, but she 
went all the wrong way about it. Charity bazaars 
and that sort of thing. I did not know when I 
first met them how amazingly rich they were. After- 
wards, when I made them take ji^ur house in St. James’s 
%uare at an exorbitant rent, I felt it my duty to do 
something for them in return. Oh i my dear boy, believe 
me, things have altered since you were last home. We 
have been out of office for seven years ! Think of it, and 
things going from bad to worse all the time. But first 
I rcS^f tell you that Hubert Wagner contributed fifty 
thousand pounds to the expenses of the last election. 
He built and endowed a new wing for the County Hospital 
at North Leven, gave ten thousand pounds for a park, 
and presented a drinking fountain. And then we had 
only a majority of fifteen 1 We are bound to receive 
them, to, make much of themi Do speak, Waldo ; don’t 
sit there looking so taU. and enigmatic and . . . and 
disappointing. If the Wagners had not rented the house 
in St. James’s Square, you would owe six thousand 
pounds more.” ■ i-- 
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as one shakes fleas from a blanket. It was ridiculous to 
think of considering their feelings. Lcetitia had, as d»e 
always assured her friends, a great sense of duty. She 
would not have been doing her duty to her flusband, his 
i children, and the great position they had all attained if 
included any of her relations in the new visiting-list 
'"(^fetone' House. 

. |/*you agree with me, don’t you, dear Lady Sallust, 
they would be incongruous, painfully incongruous, it 
would be fair neither to us nor to them, they would be 
uncomfortable. . . 

course, Lady Sallust agreed with her. Lady Sallust 
kheiir iMJthipg about the many kindnesses the Briarle}^? 
ha4 showf ;, Lce^^ in her poor and humble days. All 
La%'^IlB^ kh^^^,,that ,^;®agners were^dlthblkally 
rich and 't|ie''‘poi^cd parlf m,: which., was 

in need ofsiSpncy. ■*’' She agreed, that 
a ■baronet{gi';"wte 'the .-outward si^ ,i4itt''’we''- Waifiw 
wealth had flowed into some, at le^t, of the right channels 
—was quite right in discarding relations, friends, or 
acquaintances who might impede her upward flight. 
Lady Sallust did not eyen cmnoat openly Lady Wagner’s 
hint that Sir Hubert’s daughter, her own istepdaughter, 
might hspire to a duke. Stone House had been acquired 
from the Banffs, and Calingford, the heir, although in his 
fortieth year, was still a bachelor. Afterwards 1.4»titia 
said that it was upon Lady Sallust’s advice she sent for 
Manuella before her education was complete, in order 
that the introduction to Calingford might be elfecled ' 
^ui<^y. There were rumours already that this interest- 
ing nobleman had begun to see the error of Ms ways and 
^ muacal comedy smoweUts, and was on the look-out 
Iot i suitable alliance. ' ,,,i 

^ninentiy. aj^ropriate that the first season 

W^«8 at Stone House should be inaugurated l|t', 
^^^o^tB^-^ut’of a daughter], and a series of entertain"' 
f ■^dding a probable ’ climax. Fur 
^^m,b'«ul'lj»titia’s a^irations Were strangely lofty. 
b^,SaBu^'^^^^,-j^sed to h#! to relate 
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stories about her ; but she kept to the unwritten terms 
of their strange allianc|, and, ^pth certain reservations, 
helped her consistently to soa** to the empyrean heights 
of her dreams. .-f > 

She explained position frankly to her nepheWp 
Waldo, Earl of Lyssons, just home from East Africa* 
newly come to the family honours and incongraou^lfti 
them. 

“ The Wagners represent everything that we want 
least, and need most. The man is fairly possible ; there 
are always people who will talk diet and drugs with him, 
he is only really interested in his liver. The woirian 
is . . . well, you saw for y:ourself. But one must do 
something for one!« countfy. We can’t aE break windows. 
I know wondiet^^^^why Ts^t'‘you to dinner 

Ea^''.'s8^]^t’’bad a. way of saying 'two oir three things 
at the samr tiiw, and was sometimes difficult to follow. 

“ Loetitia Wagner wanted to get into Society, but she 
went all the wrong way about it. Charity bazaars 
and that sort of thing. I did not know when I 
first met them how amazirigly rich they were. After- 
wards, when I made them take ytour house in St. James’s 
^uare at an exorbitant rant, I felt it my duty to do 
something for them in return. Oh i my dear boy, believe 
me, things have altered since you were last home. We 
have been out of office for seven years ! Think of it, amd 
things going from bad to worse all the time. But first 
I tell you that Hubert Wagner contributed fifty 

thousand pounds to the expenses of the last election. 
He built and endowed a new wing for the County Hospital 
at North Leven, gave ten thousand pounds for a park, 
and presented a drinking fountain. And then we had 
only a majority of fifteen ! . We are bound to receive 
them, to, make much of them. Do speak, Waldo ; don’t 
sit there looking so tall and enigmatic and . . . and 
disappointing. If the Wagners had not rented the house 
in St. James’s Square, you would owe six thousand 
pounds more," \ , 

' ' ' ' , ' , I* 
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as one shakes fleas from a blanket. It was ri<li>'nlnn,s io. 
think of considering their feeling.^. I.anilia had. as she 
always assured her friends, a great sense oi duty. Me 
would not have been doing hcr'diitj- to her hi*, 

children, and the great position they had ail ati.tmed ii 
she included any of her relations in the: itcv.- % hiting-lirt 
of Stone House. 

“You agree with me, don’t you, dear S.ii!u.-t, 

they would be incongruous, painfulls- inrongruoii!-, n 
would be fair neither to us nor to them, tlK'v"wo'iW’ 1-" 
uncomfortable. . . 

Of course, Lady Sallust agreed with her. Lady Sallu.-t 
knew nothing about the many kindnesses the Briaricys 
had shown Loetitia in her poor and humble dav.s. Ail 
Lady Sallust knew was that the Wagners were ilia all v 
rich and the political party for which she stoor! wa- 
in need of money. Sho agreed that Lady Wtigner— for 
a baronetcy was .the outward sign that' the ' Wagner 
wealth had flowed into some, at least, of the right chaniieK- 

^was quite right in discarding relations, Irit iH'Is, ur 
acquaintances who might impede her upwaitl jltidit, 
Lady Sa lust did not even combat openly Lad\" W’.tgiieri'- 
hint that Sir Hubert’s daughter, her own ,Vle|Klauchivr. 
might aspne to a duke. Stone House had Ixvn arciuisi-d 
from the Banffs, and Calingford, the heir, alilirmth in hi- 
fortieth year, was still a bachelor. .'WierwanU' lauitia 
said that It was upon Lady Salhx-t's advue dw m f-.i 
Manuella before her education was cornpleie. in oi.i. r 
that the introduction to Caiingfon! might iw . ! 

quickly. Ihere were ramours alreadv that ihi'- !nt« n 
mg nobleman had begun to see the eiror of las wa\ - .md 

for ^ amourelte^, and w.ns on the Ir.V.k-otit 

101 a suitable alliance. 

eminently appropriate that the ftrsi >e,isoi. of 
the Wagners at Stone House should be inaugur.ucd bv 

ments with a grand wedding as a probable climax. Fur 

LaSr rtrangciv luftv. 

t-ady Sallust never ceased to marvel at h».r .-..i.,;.. 
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stories about her ; but she kept to tlie unwritten terms 
of their strange alliance^ and, mtli certain reservations, 
hi‘l|3ed. her ccmbistentiy to soar to the empyiaan hcdglits 
of !it*r dreams, { ' ' ' 

Shit explained ibe position franklj’^ to her ric}3liew, 
Waldo, Earl ol Lyssoiis, just home from East Airica, 
newly come to the family honours and incfingriicnis in 
liierir, 

" The Wagners represent everything that we want 
least, and need most. The man is fairly possible ; there 
are always people who will talk diet and drugs with him, 
he is onl}' rcaliy interested in his liver. The w^oniaii 
is . . . u-'c/T yon saw for yourself. But one iriusi do 
something for oiie-s countryx We can't ail break windows. 
I kiio'W you are wondering why I sent ' yon in to dinner 
witiv her last might A '' , ' 

Lady Sallust had a’ way of,'sa5diig two orylirce tilings 
at the same time,- and was sometimes diffietilt lo follow. 

Lcetitia Wagner %vaiited to get into Society, but she 
went ail the wrong '■.;wa 5 ^ -about it. Cliarity liazaars 
and that sort of thing., -did -not know when, I 
first met them how lOTafingiy rich' Ihty were. After- 
wxiixls, \slim I made them take your house in Su JiiiTieN‘s 
S<|iiarc at an exorbitant rent, 1 felt it m\’ duty to tio 
soiiietliiiig for them in return. Oh ! iny dear boy, bielicve 
nn\ tilings have altered since you were hsi home, \\V 
I'lave been out of office for seven years! lliink of ir, and 
tilings going from bad to worse ail tlie time. But lirsi 
1 rriii§t teil you that Hubert Wagner coniribtilcd iifty 
tliousavut poumk to the expenses ol the last ihvtioii. 
He Imilt and endowed a new ming for the Coiint)* liospital 
at North gave ten thousand pounds for a |jark, 

and presented a drinking ‘fountain. And tlien ’we had 
only a majority of 'fifteen I _ We are bound to receive 
them, to make much of -them. Do speak, Wtildo ; don't 
sit there looking so' tali and enigmatic and . . . and 
disappointing. If the Wagners had not rented tiie Infuse 
in St. JamesA Square, you would owe thousand 
{xninds more;'' 

' ■' ■ ' 
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inicl aunt, and we very neatly didn’t call upon licr this 
aiternooin although she ordered us to do so imperiously. 
\\h like being neglected by our relations, and cross- 
e\amiaed hy tightdipped. females, do we, Cmio? ” 

“ My dc.;ar boy, do be serious. Leave oil talking 
rnbbidi ; |)iit Curio down, you are mesmerizing Mm, 
ly. will iH'giu to answer you in a moment ; lt)c/k at his 
cyrs ! 1 really want to talk to you. Yes; it is about 

the W.iguers, Wliy doiik yon guess ? I caiiiitd make 
out Iiow it is you are so unlike other young men of your 
age , . . any other ,youiig man would have guessed by 

“I am tin tty- four, auiitiirdear, not nearly so young as 
*yoin I have losCatl my^ illusions, whilst you still believe 
ill the Conservative party! You are ingmii$, positive 
compared to me/' ' ^ 

It is -a pity you have been out of England so many 
years, that you are so out of touch with affairs/’ 

Affairs of the heart ! What have you to tell me ? 

In mock dismay he deposited the dog carefully on her 
lap, changing liis seat to one beside her on the sofa. 

“ Tell me all about it. What have you done. ? " 

Site laughed at him and patted his liaiid, and told him 
not to be absurd ; played the little interlude, and then 
got to her llieuie again. He should have been her 
Whi*u i4\e might have had chiklrtii she had l)ec‘U f\H)niuch 
f^ctuipied ; lUfW she was sometimes sorry it had been so. 

“ Did you never tidiik it possible that you would 
inherit?, Did no one ever think of it for you ? ” 

_ Waldo, twentieth Earl cd' Lyssoiis, screwed his glass 
into his eye, settled himself xiiore comfortablj* among the 
cudiiuiis in the corner of the sofa, and gave the question 
his consideration, ' w 

I believe my father did mention it once or twice when 
1 was home seven or eight years ago, and again in his 
letters. He was alwa 5 ’s an optimist, and had never got 
oil well with my bachelor, uncles* When Uncle Ian died, 
and Wyiidhaiii, he wrote to me. It was then I got 
lost * " /* ' ■' 
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the 'Tr(»fn^^cC,V r ■ r , K»ec ; 

S tS hfni celebrated for the beauty 

ot their hands. ; Yoir have not tafed opeuly to ml 
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blit your uncle has. You are in great financial difiiciiltieb, 
"ac-tiially in debt, . » , 

That it was true made it the more ridiculous ; lie was 
up to the neck in debt, although never in liib life had lie 
willingly contracted an obligation he %?as iiiiiible to fiilfiL 
llitTO is only one way out of it-^cme possible way* 
You must marry money ; you owe it to the family/' He 
moved uneasily, then he laughed. 

'* Go on/' he said, " I leave myseli entirely in your 
hands— your handsome hands/' He raised the one on 
his knee and kissed it. I suppose j'aju have decided 
w^hose money I am to marry ? Who is the lucky girl ? 
Or is she a widow ? , 

Sir Hubert Wagner's daughter/* Lady Sdlust answered 
immediately, qiiickiy, irrevocably. She had evidentty been 
over it all in her own 'mind, not once, but many times* 

Sir Hubert will give her a iiiiilioii^f money, a millibn of 
money ! she repeated. “ I have i^lirect from Lcetitia — 
if the girl marries to please them, of course. I thought 
of you (lircctl)'^ I heard it. Their own idea is CaliiigfO'rti ; 
they bought Stone House from, the Duke, you kiio%v, and 
rile scheme came into their heads at once, 'The Duke is 
almost an invalid ; it cannot be long before CaJingford 
succeeds, Lahitia already thinks of the girl as the 
future Duchess ; I can see it in her eyes. They are 
sending for lier to come home immediately, aitlioiigii 1 
believe her education is not finished, and she is not yet 
eighteen. W'aido . . /* 

It was evident that if Loetitia had set her heart 011 a 
ducal alliance, Lady Sallust was equally desirous that the 
girl should become a Countess. 

Waldo, tell me I may speak to them about you, and 
open negotiations. I' have let her talk to me about 
Caiingford, but it would be easy, comparatively easy, to 
make her see the difference in your qiiarterings. A 
million of money, Waldo ! -There is no one at all in our 
set with anything like it. I don't want you to have to 
go to America for a wife/’ She was really pleading with 
him, and he was touched by her interest, by her afiection. 
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Waldo, Lord Ly^xm, with v.lion'. ..i i] 

story is concerned, Lad rectLlly LiLniif.t <i , :.t ,>[ , 
oldest ihlcs in the Vidtcd Kirifidi-.n. ;',.u sb ■ i] 
went with it. A strks ot a<,.-idu-J; La.,! ] ’ 
the position he foiiRci at present fo lUiU'.vi.j!. A 'i -''*], • 
son of a yontiger sot., tIk- oi ; • ;Ai i . i A.'i .1; 1. 
house, he harl C.cn railed iu L 1 . j 

no inclination, recaiUd to ,i , .j,, 

which he had ahnc•^t loig,a.tcn. lu;.' - j 'mi'; o' . 
heii-.«-coll<itt-ral had dku ituaurJia.i.iie. '| { , ■, j _ ,'j 

downinthe.jMirf.;;, ben lf..'t in ;i.i is 'i.-n./.i/, tiiAir, j'],, 
necks in inilitaiy .’-tci.p.ki.ha.=es, iiaa.i, > xi • sii;.i a 

with aeroplanes, contracted trpljud and i nr, ut,’;-, d ...s 

siimption. It scented now titai ,; 1 I U Mm'iv v.. 
the dams of the Inland ' Keveimt, a LtwiUv’imnj , 
Land faxes and unsettled ikath Du si.-, Hi^ 
hadhelda castle agaiist Heruv I, in ink ; ii wa.- di rf’ n 
It .then- unworthy descendant would hold antthinn '«{' 0 

•laims, claim.,. All these weeks smee hi' irturii h<; Inr 
hvtd m dusty lawj’ers ofiices, icarninc’ hts dilt’cr.’iir. 
^ow he sat in Lady Sallust’s drawing^rnom j., r-s-vr",-'. 

Square, and was told them over again. 

But the suggestion his aunt niadc him, and nmd. *. 

moDoS’ T 1 anything tlu; l,;a 

piopoKtd. Lady Sallust chiillcngK I hi- p< i>Mhnrfit . 

the prerogative of his manhood. Jlc cc uld i t t . ; i 
proposal Piously, for seriousness w L | ‘ 

versational note. » '* 

Is it quite fair on the eirl wen if ,,,i, .1 

persuading that stupendout stenmothe; r f 

her pretensions ? Y^r mui SiK t / ' * 

A duchess is . weS ^^ou 

duchess.” dudif.ss h alvotys a 

ae could If, '■ "■"* 

Who, by the way, was Urd sSsLlrSLeSSi 
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;jiil aU\aj> an inipurfant figure in Eugfii.-ii pAUij^asi^ lif^a 
fijii irhiaf^’M^d upua hvr the ^num <4 iJjsi* pr'-itifiii. 
'* riiit Ihlanfl Ri-w.riiic |x^4:‘Se fiavc been veiy k'liinit, he 
a\''. I lit -^viil I'h^vv to .ritt'le u'i^li ihi ui ui 

Litirk 

bliii Iiad roi an rita hon. iiitb: ir:.]n.voi*.n :4a: vnis 
i!iekii,i/ upon link iru'MuipO'Ist'r .4r> U'-^inw hri,-, 
cbi hiicn n overytluT.j i t(uit uo: 

ijinro^iicu 4/’ -];c itaaou, 

" .Morxp’'’ he ati-;cvered wiih cbc:erM'n.i accjiiiesceitcc:, " ever 
?K) iuudi luoo . I never cca^e Wio.dcniig henv tLs..j^dki ilh' 
" Anu vou agree \Aiii me that there y. onl\ ot-tv vav 
cmtA' 

• " To becoiTie S; Wagiieriiih^* ,, 

“ SliC'iiiay be a \'ery nice girl A 
Slie 'may ! 

And J vciitild help you with JierA ; , , 

. “ Me ! ])e I want he]|> r Ha^ ii gone ao far a-' lluit f 
" Doiht, ^I'aldol iknTt je^t, Thi- A really a eiiiinil 
laoinriif, i^lie h to be proRuitcd ai the very fii.-l Cniiit. 
Yell know how ilei-perately hard up the au : tiiey 

wonT: io.ve any time/'' 

“ It !;•> to be a race, then, bctivnai Calingtru'd and iiir. 
And the pirh the luive,— d^'u’'i ^lie Ui hiwi any "'Wart r '' 

' Doiri be exa>iKa-a!ing* It i^ what gir'b' i;x|-ud-'"lo 
i)i^ run aflei'd' 

I knowA he perd:'"ted ; '* Inii idle rvip^Pt u* li.iVr a lair 
^lul‘U Xenv, here you aite you di,ar iacUe.-, dio 

Htiit, putting OUT iuwe> to it, ‘diuving tm lie* WSil, 
wlioodkjupiug II? dWOvA lie dieiok hi? head \vi!lf murk 
rcdemriiiy. *’ Xo ! Idordt think it fair. Put ua: i.kovu as 
having ?/raichecl/’ 

'' Vou are really pervur^e. It i? a girl ami not a ii.tie ; 
they fiuiit, if they arc not hmued. You ought to kiuuv 
that. V\ Ji\’ rhoiildidt /he lali in love with you r You are 
iirocli nicer anti better-looking than Caiingfcn'dd' 

“ Oil I that is quite anodier que?tioii. Xm\ luwvr 
iiH.iitioiiec! ilnitd* 

There was a carved anti gilded Chippendaki iviiriur on 
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the wall between the pictures. He walked o?cr to it and 
regarded himself deliberately. 

You are sure you are not going beyorul your brief, 
that she will be given a ran ? ” 

Lad}^ Sallust had not a keen sense of liuinour. Watdn 
w’'as exasperating, but, of course, he nuuu at^ Ica'd. be 
well aware as she of the seriousness of his jsdrition. 
Looking at him as he posed before the lookinpglas- litih.: 
dramatically for her benefit, she thought, if the elioicf* 
were given to her, the girl would certainly yrefer liirn^ io 
Lord C-alingford, even if she knew nothing of the reputation 
■-■■of either. of them. 

The new Earl of Lyssons was very ta!!, if raThci too 
thin ; he had black hair that would not l)e smnoili, ajki 
an eyeglass which, since it never ketpt in il.s placd^ made 
him appear restless and not very wise. He was for ever^ 
taking it off and putting it on again ; it lilted badly, and, 
as he tried to screw it in for greater safety^ it rnade^ a 
red mark, and his indeterininate features, soft and filastico 
went awry and out of drawing, lie had a habit of saying 
tilings without any apparent meaning. Lady Saliiiit 
sometimes iliouglit he was very c!e\'er and veiy deep, 
and might be a great force; whilst at other tiines ,^hc 
wavered, and doubted if he were cnrapleteiy sa.ne, if lu't 
were all there/' She admitted that, althcnigli she liarl 
always been fond of him, she was unable to understand 
him. 

Now he stood before the glass and pretended t*i dnvibt 
whether Manuella Wagner ^voald look upon him 
ably ! What was the use. of disregarding first principles ? 
Wavering as to his complete sanity, Lady Sa.!!ns! a-.-uncil 
Mm that very young girls were not, as a mk% harii to 
please, they fell in love with the first man wlit} paid 
them any attention. ' , ' ’ 

'' And if you are backed up by her people, other men 
kept at a distance . ; Then, hesitating at some- 
thing whimsical ^ or, laughing in his eyes, she went on 
even more firmly 'to- impress upon him the desperate 
: iae.ture of Ms affairs, about 'which al their world was 
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talking^ and this easy way of righting them. Finally, when 
ten \Y/is l’)!Y*niglit in, and lie was feeding Curio with sweet 
(rikfc% Laviitg ceased apparently, ^ to take any irucrest in 
the miiversation, siie took it for granted that she had 
securc'd liis acquiescence and might take steps towards 
acconqdi^dang her design. 

lie did not really care %vhat she thought or did. She 
conk! not marry him a,gainst his will He rallied her 
that she occupied her&elf with such triwial things as party 
ptditirs and the preservation of his estates. He parried 
her more definite questions, paydng her compliments 
and persuading her anew that no one could be more 
agreeable than this nephew of hers when he w^as in the 
mood. She thought no girl could resist him ; certainly 
no yoitii’g girl. Already she saw herself carefc-ssly men- 
tioning Waldo's quarterings, comparing them with the 
Duke’s more recent creation, convincing Lady Wki^ier 
of iho superiority of such an alliance. Of course 'she 
would call it "an alliance” and not a marriage; that 
wtnikl suit LcKtitia. 

’* Isn’t the whole idea rather French? I feel like Rip 
I lirwe come back to a world I don’t 
understand. Are tilings done like this nowadays ? When 
we read *A niarriage has been arranged . . d does it 
really mean it has been settled without the intervention 
of the p rill ci pais ? ” 

" laetitia is sure to be able to influence the girl when 
I liave influenced her/' she said confidently. ihu will 
find ive siiall make everything easy for you. I only 
wanted to know that you would fall in with niy plan.” 

He lariglicd again, he really could not lieij.i it ; she 
took ever;ythiBg for granted so easily. 

" You will admit, even from the little j"ou saw of the 
mother last night, that she is not the sort of woiiiaii a girl 
would like to live with, or prefer to a good marriage and 
a position of her own.” 

I adroit, dear aunt, I most freely admit, a girl might 
dare a:nytl«iig rather than live with that charming lady 
with whom you sent me in to dinner. But . . 
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There was, however, really no use in arguing ; the 
whole thing was too ridiculous. 

He went away quite soon, leaving Laclj' Sallust still 
under the erroneous impression that he had assented lo 
what she proposed. He even thanked her lor taking so 
much trouble. 

“ I won’t commit myself until I have seen her ; ytni 
must not commit me. I am a little slow. You cany me 
away by your goodness. Wiat a pity aunts are within 
the prohibited degree.” She had even to defend hciself 
laughingly against him, and to tell him again lie was 
“ absurd.” 

But whejjw4lie door of the Grosvenor Square house luid 
closed behind him and he was in the street, lie tJjoiight 
it was not he, but she, who w”as absurd,- and sW was all 
the civilization in which he found himself. He had 'as, 
little intention of mairying the daughter of Sir Hulx:rt 
and Lady Wagner as he had cSf trying to raise the Tiitiiiic, 
perhaps less. Whichever way he might find out of 
his difficulties, it would not be this one. He had hunted 
big game, known the hardships of exjiloration and its 
joys, looked for and found adventure. Blackwater 
fever in Nigeria, and several forms of malaria in 
Nyassa and Somaliland had been among his cxjiericnces ; 
he had been tended by women of all nations, liis con- 
stitution and his morality were nevertheless UTninjh-tii ud ; 
he was really extraordinarily sane although 'tut the 
moment a little out of his bearings. For he was nut wit h- 
out the knowledge tlmt it was a great name, with a gicat 
tradition, to which he had succoedud, not without .1 ret tain 
pride in record and lineage. If he was not yet clear as to 
how he was. to tackle the difficulties of his posititin and 
his amazing poverty, he never doubted his ca})acilv. He 
wanted no girl’s hand to cut the Gordian knot for hitn, 
he would find his own way out. 

So he thought as he left Grosvenor Square that after- 
iMon. never dreaming that there were forces with wdiich 

M forgotten t<i reckon, and complications that no 
could foresee. He sent a telegram to Lady Sallust 
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a few clays later. He told her it was unfortunately 
impossil'jlc for him to make an insf>ect!on of the 
auriferous property she recommended, as he m*as leaving 
Englaricl Ide also wrote her a short note : 

**' My dear a ext, 

1 have been thinking o%rer all yon said, all you 
so wisely said. Alas! my affections are too deeply 
engaged. Sweet seventeen is not for nie, who find my 
distraction in matiirer cliarais. Pity me, love me a little 
if you can, but don't, I implore you, don't try and set 
me hunting hares. Lady Wagner's daughter is fore- 
doomed to be a Duchess, I feel it. It is Ca|iiai§£prd must 
satisfy^ those inquisitorial' bold eyes, ---M should run away 
cm ^ the me of iity wedding , ' t am running am^ay now, 
yxiCi are driving me from London, I believe I atu frightened 
*of the fate you suggest for me. 

Your enamoured nephew, 

** Waldo,” 

Yet once or twice after he had written his letter he 
caught himself wondering if any girl could be found to 
accept Calingford — any 5 ’^oung girl. He was thinking 
about. Calingford wliilst his aunt was talking. They 
had lieeii ill Eton together. Unless Calingford had altered 
MU-y consideraldy, he pitied any woman who might asso- 
ciate Imrself with him. He did not know Sir Hubert 
Wagner's daughter, but he was even uncomfortable, 
and had a strange quixotic iiTatioiiai moment of re- 
morse at liaviiig refused to marry her liiniseH when he 
thought she niiglit be thrown at Calingford's head— and 
heart — and never know what a head it was, and wliat a 
heart. 

A very curious fellow this Lord Lyssoiis, hardly fit to 
take his place amongst ordinary men and womeii, 


CHAPTER 11 


L ord LYSSONS, in order to give at least some 
V letter td bis aunt, actual!}' went to 

the first Court was sis 
-lie had forgotten that the bride in- 
:TOs;Still at; 

^anuella Wagner had been a very troublesome child, 
and all her stepinrther’s early experience in dealing with 
refractory (Aildrert proved of little use with her step- 

collisions, and there is 
a “npression on Lady Wagner's 

mind. &he had been banished to foreign stJiools for some 
eiglit years now, and the impression had had time 

«!!? Kicat- 

ness. Lady Wagner often talked of her duty, and ni^r- 

her dutv bv “Shts. She meant to rlu 

hei duty by Manuella, and hoped that the girl, now she 

tliouglit, too, that noM- sho 

gSi^frlwr^n amazing belief in herself 

SSot that wth every emblazoned carriage or 

*^JanueIla avould 

^ « t® settlement her father was pre- 

S her si and 

,; t ,0“^ her shwe iij establishing the permanence of the 
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family position. Loetitia did not doubt that the most 
refractory head would bend to strawberry leaves. A 
certain amount of coaching and clotliing would, of course, 
be necc.ssary before the girl could be introduced. But 
there were six weeks for preparation. 

Lord Lyssoiis remained a month in Paris in order to 
avoid argument with ids aunt and the attentions of 
Somerset House. As it happened, he returned upon the 
same day as Manuella, and in the same train. In fact 
he had avoided nothing, as the event proved, but a very 
ioggy February in London. 

He had not forgotten Lady Sallust’s importunity. 
Several times he thought what an extraordinary idea 
it had been, and wondered about the girl and Calingford, 
and whether she had accepted him. He had been out of 
England so many years that times and seasons meant 
little to him. He never pictured Manudla still at .Ifee 
finishing school, and Lcetitia putting off sending for lietitii 
thb last minute, nor dreamed that he was running back, 
not only into, but with, the very ^(ager from which 
he had fled 1 

There had been no talk of any Wagner issue but the 
proffered bride. Lord Lyssons was unconscious of the 
very existence of the brother, Albert Edward Wagner. 
But all the way from Paris to Calais he was amused by the 
conversation between a boy and girl who occupied the 
same carriage and talked with complete unrestraint, under 
the impression evidently that the tall man in the corner 
wa.s some sort of a foreigner, who did not understand 
their language. 

'Blanueila was finishing her education at Fontainebleau 
when Albert unexpectedly came to fetch her. Loetitia 
considered neither the girl’s feelings nor those of the 
Principal of the school. She may have always intended 
that the girl should come back before she w'as eighteen, 
but she had given no such indication. Manuella looked 
forward to at least six months more freedom. Com- 
pared with Loetitia’s rule, her school life had been 
freedom. Now here was Albert with the peremptory 
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order. It could hardly be called a summous home, hir 
there was not enough warmth in Lady Wagner to kindle 
a hearth or make an atmosphere of homeliness. She 
was a stranger to her stepdaughter, but one ai-ound M’hom 
no romance lingered. “ Mother ” was a word in Mannell.i’s 
vocabulary that implied a cold eye, pinched thin .anti 
implacable tyranny. It snubljed and denied. Ltetitia’s 
“pleasing manner,” Lady Wagner’s “social (harm ” 
were not exhibited in the nursery or schooli'oom. 
“ Children must be seen and not heard ” was a phrase 
that embodied her, echoing in the cliild’s ears from the 
eady South African days ; repeated on the steamer, 
in chilly foreign hotels, at the big house in Kensingtisn 
from which thp.. ciyjd had gone to her years in hneigu 
schools. All ^ie Miew of care or teritferne^s was epito- 
mized in it. Such newer associations as she had with Iter 
stepmother were Iett#s that forbade this or that ; “ pi ” 
tetgrs that preached and dogmatized, letters which. had 
been a dut/ to write, and were a yet more distasteful 
duty to answer# “ 

Lord Ly^ons, listening, in his comer of the railway 
carriage, heard all about it, although he did not know 
who were the young people talking. The boy was a 
typical English undergraduate, knowing no word of the 
language of the country in wlrich he was travelling ; lie 
shouted at the guards and grambied at their stupidity 
in not speaking English; a foolish yming«ter whose 
insularity was his only excuse. 

Can’t you tell that infernal fool that I want my 
handbag in here. I’ve shouted at him til! Fin lio.irse. ” 
The girl spoke good French, but die seemed almost 
as cross ‘as her brother. They took some time settling 
themselves. The train was fairly .started before all the 
bags and handbags, hat-boxes and papers gathered about 
them were properly stowed away. Then the intimate 
talk began. The girl was ill-dressed for travelling, wear- 
ing a red-striped flannel blouse with a turn-down collar, 
4, ; blue serge skirt, and a burnt-straw hat. But the 
.CpshW|e.?uit^ her, and there was no doubt of her beauty. 
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It was a foreign , type, the general impression Lord 
Lyssons got was of ivory skin» a thin carmine moiithi 
iniitinoiis and mobile, resentful dark eyes, thickly fringed, 
and a pendant rich voice, with strange low, passionate 
notes, of the lime she talked she was in such a 

l)a][)a!dc rage, so bad-tempered, rJiat Waldo was amused. 
She loiiked like a child in her short skirts, although the 
Idolise hinted that she was a well-developed one. 

I know she on!}^ sent for me because she knew I 
wanted lo stay vlicae I was/* she began, when her brother 
had at la^t made himself comfortable and given her a 
chance of speaking of anything but the peccadilloes of 
the guard and porters. 

Ihn not going to a$k*tiiat johiiiiy-. gv the .corner if 
;he minds smc!^w."Ifhe says anything 'to me I shall pretend 
not to uiiderstaiid/' . , ‘ 

<” “ Only it woi/t be pretence/’ she put in hastity, ^The» 
she.^uiled, she had not meant to be' nasty to Albert | it,' 
was -not his fault that he-wras here. Wiieii she ssuikd 
Waldo was confirmed in his impression -that she' was Very'' 
beautiful But the smile was' only momentary, her sense 
of in|ury was uppermost. 

'' What does she want me home for? 1 was getting 
on with ;everyb<)dy. ^ It was the jolliest place Fve ever 
been in, I wauled to stay/* ■ 
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“ I say, ii you’re coming home in tli.it spirit tl.i ’.e v.ill 
be motions. Can't you manage to simmer Uinvn .1 bit 
Anyway, you are past bread-and-w uter days and ijcing 
locked up. I sliouM make up my mind to play the amiable 
if I were you, it pays ever so much better.’’ 

“Oh, yes,” sKe said contemptuously. " (}t cuur.'-e you 
w'ould.” 

Albert had always, truckled. But then .she reimmib-tcd 
she was very fond of Albert. He was all she. had ever 
had to care for; amd, although he had played her false so 
mahy times, disappointed her, and gi\'en in to autlmrity, 
she felt her heart warming to him. 

“ Are you going to be .at home. ? ” 

“ Not when I can help it, but I’ll give you a start. 1 
can generally get down for a few days if there’s anything 
going on.” 

“She will come in when we want to talk, and intcrfcif 
with everything, just like she used.” 

“ You’re as bad-tempered as ever, I do lieliei e,” 

“ I wasn’t bad-tempered at Fontainebie.iu, nor at 
Dresden. It’s the thought of going back that puts me 
into such a rage. You oughtn't to find fault with use. 
You hated it all as much as I did. We were never allow ed 
to do anything we wanted.” 

“Everything is altered. I’m sure you’ll get on better 
with them now% They’re big pots, yem know. The 
Governor is going to get a peerage. He stood for every 
'sort of place that pever returns a Con.servati\’e before 
■'"i^ygot in for . North ^ Leven. We’ve got to be in the 
d^m’t' make a fuss, there’s a good girl. We’ll 
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fiave some/ hm together, ' just you and ' E like' old' times* 
I've been beastly dull witliout j''ou. I didii*t tell you in 
iriy letters* I hated Eton, never got on there, got into 
no end, of rows. , Fm sick to.de'ath of Oxford, , though 
of course iFs better than Eton. The Governor means 
well, you know, if he wasn’t so under her thiiml). I get 
quite a decent allowance. She likes me to bring men 
home, or to Gairoch. I hate doing it, because she ques- 
tions me about their fathers and mothers, and chips me 
al)out my low tastes if they ain't swells. You've got to 
be presented. I think there’s an idea of marrying you 
out of hand," 

“ Fd like to see them doing it.’’ 

“ Well, I heard the Matep^say sometlitpg about it, and 
that she hoped you had altered. I think jmuYe on the 
goodrlooking side now, whatever you,, were as a kid* But 
of course you want decent clothes ;• in that get-up you 
look as if you ought to have a hurdy-gurdy . . 

She was impatient of his criticism and iudilferent as to 
her appearance, a crude young creature, all dark eyes and 
resentment. There was sometMng wild and untamed 
about her that appealed to the listener in the corner. She 
was bfdng led back into captivity, evidently that was %vliat 
she felt. It was strange that her identity never struck 
him. 

Oh ! don't bother about my looks, I don’t want to 
come out* or to be married, or any of these things/' 

What do you want to do ? You can't stay at school 
for ever. I wonder you're not sick of it/* 

She hesitated to tell him what she \^-aoted to do, 
although hesitation seemed no part of her. It set Waldo 
wondering ; he listened for what she would saj-" next. 
He had a book, a yellow-covered novel by Willy, but he 
was really only listening. Manuella's hesitation lasted quite 
a long time. Albert had always been leaky, and she was 
not quite sure of herself, nor of her power. She could not 
bear criticism, and ridicule was unthinkable. She knew 
what she wanted to do, but she did not know if she were 
capable of doing it. In six months more she Would have 
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VICIOUS. " Tlmnk Heaven i nave luni- 

in seven years, and then it was only hf'tau v ilnv vi'iv 
somewhere near and wniiid have felt a-han’t'd iiui lo jjay 
me a visit.” 

“ I say, if you'll' coming home iii that rpin' tia u- v.di 
be nictions. Can’t you manage to .Minmer down .i i.-i! 
Anyway, you are past bread-and-water thiy- and bung 
locked up. I should make up my mind to p!av t iie amiable 
if I were you, it pays evei' so mucli better. " 

“ Oh,' 3^,” sife said contemptuously, " yf course \'Ui 
would.” 

Albert had always, truckled. But then she rcmcmtx.red 
she was very fond of Albert. He was all she had ever 
had to care for, and, although he had plaj-ed her fal.se so 
many times, disappointed her, and gi\'en in to authority, 
she felt her heart warming to him. 

” Are you going to be at home ? “ 

" Not when I can help it, but I'll give you a start, i 
can generally get down for a few days if there's anything 
going on.” 

"She will come in when we want to talk, and interleif 
with everything, just like she used.” 

"You’re as bad-tempered as ever, 1 do Irelievc. ’ 

"I wasn't bad-tempered at Fontainebleau, nor ai 
Dresden. It’s the thought of going back that puts mo 
into such a rage. You oughtn’t to find fault wiili me. 
You hated it aU as much as I did. We uere nm er allow txl 
to do anything we wanted.” 

“Everything is altered, I'm sure 3'ou’U get on In-uer 
with them now. They’re big pots, you know. The 
governor is going to get a peerage. He stood for every 
of place that never returns a Conservative befn/e 
::M;got in for North Deven. We've got to be m the 
doi|’t‘'make' a fuss, there’s a good girl. We’ll 
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have some Inn together, just you ami I, like old times 
I’ve been beastly drill without you, I didn't tell you in 
iTiy letters. I hated Eton, never got on there, got into 
no end of rows. Fm sick to death of Oxford, though 
cjf course it's better than Eton. Tlie Governor meam 
W'ell, you know, if he wasn’t so under her tluinib. I get 
finite a decent allowance. Slie likes me to bring men 
home, or to Gairoclu I. hate doing it, because she ques- 
tions me about their fatliers and motiiers, and chips me 
about my low tastes if they ain’t swells. You’ve got to 
be presented. I think there's an idea of marrying you 
out of hand.” 

“ Fd like to see them doing it.” 

Well,. I heard the Mater.say somethjpg about it, and 
that she hoped you had altered. I think yoiFre.on the 
good-looking side now, whatever you .were as a kid. , But 
of course you want decent clothes ; in that get-up you 
look as if you ought to have a hurd^y-gurdy . . 

She was impatient of his criticism and iiKliiierent as to 
her appearance, a crude young creature, all dark eyes and 
resentment. There was something wild and untamed 
about her that appealed to the listener in the corner. She 
was being led back into captivity, evidently that was wimt 
she felt. It was strange that her identity never struck 
him. 

'' Oh i don't bother about my looks. I don’t want to 
come out, or to be married, or any of these things,” 

” What do you want to do ? You can’t stay at school 
for ever, I wonder you’re not sick of it,” 

She hesitated to tell him what she wanteil to do, 
although hesitation seemed no part of her. It set WaJdo 
wondering ; he listened for what she would say next. 
He had. a book, a yellow-covered novel by Willy, but he 
was really only listening, Manuella’s hesitation lasted quite 
a long time. Albert had always been leaky, and she was 
not quite sure of herself, nor of her power. She could not 
bear criticism* and ridicule was unthinkable. She knew 
what shc^ wanted to do, but she did not know if she were 
capable of doing it. In si:s: months more she Would have 
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kEOwn, if the beastly summons had uni come, Slic^ was 
in utter rebellion. 

There was no use telling Albert that shv wajvfei! to h 
an operatic singer. Monsieur Laiisan had said licr 
was unique, that it had only to gain }x)wt't, and slu* had 
only to acquire dramatic capacitjt, cxpri»iom . . 
What was the use of telling Albert ? \iv inigin 
laugh. 

Albert did not press the question as io whal sli»' did 
want, and wdn? she resented so bitteily having to co'ino 
home and be presented and do all die things other girls 
did. ‘ He had a great deal to say abmit hiriisilf abtuit his 
popularity,, and the jolly fellows he knew but u'as rir»i 
allowed to 'takf home because' their people diMidt anu.niui 
ta' anything. Tie spoke of cousins wfiO fiaiPlK*eii rinipped. 
and there "vrere exclamations from the girl of dismay and 
more defiance. 

** I shall go and see Susie BriJirley, whatever happeiis. 
I don’t care howj^ grand we are supposed to be. Fin not 
grand; Finpiot going to be a snob. I liked all t.hf, 
Briarleys.'' 

She said this, ^.nd he told her shewvouldl'ia\‘i' to look oul 
for herself ; he wasn't going to run counler to his step* 
mother, who really held' the purse-strings and evctjdhing 
else. He didn’t mind what he did on the quiet, but. he 
hated a fuss. He did not 'press her as to what were her 
own desires and ambitions, and only Waklo was iiV' 
terested. Why did she not want io come mil. or to bt: 
married? But of course she was too young to krioiv 
her own mind. Still, he wondered what wild idea slit,'*, 
harboured. 

■ He saw her again on the boat. Albert showed eaily 
signs of sea-sickness and disappeared into a cabin. 
Manuella stayed on the deck, leaning over tin? taffrail, 
watching the slow retreat of the shore, then, when it \rd> 
out of -sight, the waves that broke against the side of tlir* 
The sky was low^ering and the waves higli, crested 
She watched them, and Lord Lyssoris matched 
rebellion went out of her face 
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now that she was alone. Waldo thought there was 
soinetMiig wistful in it. She took her liat oil when the 
wind tore at it, swinging it freely in her hand, wiiilst her 
hair was blown this way and that. She wus 3*eally 
a cliild ; either her skirts were short, or she had outgrown 
them. The wind blew away the wistfiilness and melan- 
choly, light came into her eyes and colour into her 
clieeks, the mouth relaxing into the softest rif smiling 
curves. 

As he \vas standing near her he spoke : 

You are enjoying the storm ? '' he asked. 

Rather ! ” 

vShe did not resent being spoken to ; it was 
•obvious that it did not .-appear aiiyth^* out of the 
way to. -'ht had” no yDiing-lad 3 ’ph scruples to 

ovei^coiiie. I wish it was rougher. ■ I woidd love '' to'''see" 
the waves come over the deck. They look as if they are 
going to, don’t they ? How thej^ break I What a noise ! ** 
’'fliey coirld hardly hear themselves speaking. 

** It doesn’t make yon ill ? ” ^ 

- Oh, no ! It makes me feel awdully well — the salt 
of it, the tang. When I lean over it coiiics up into iny 
face.” 

She leant over again as she 'Spoke, and he could sec 
that the spray of the waves, as they broke against the side 
of the boat, did really wet her cheeks. She riibbcrl them 
to show him, and her ungloved hands wc^rc wet. Her 
cheeks flushed with the pleasure and excitement of the 
storni ; now they were as a rose, and the dark eyes aglow’* 
under the thick tangled lashes. He cannot be said, to 
have entered into conversation with her, for, as her 
stepmother said cpiite truly, Manuella never had the 
.aft of _ conversation ; but he went on shouting to her 
and she to him. There was not a trace of embarrassment 
abdut her, or missishness. 

' I love water— rivers, sea, falls. Do you know the 
Falls in Rhodesia ? People say they are better than 
Niagara, I went there when I was ten years old l?e 
camped out. Such skies and sunrises, and then the 
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Falls! I don’t wonder Rhodes wanted to be near them, 
do you ? 

He did not correct her topograph}'. It was veallv a 
storm, and now the sea-spray jeweiled her dark bail, 
and between the wind and sea they shouted at ear!i nthci'. 

“ You come from South Africa ? ” he asked her, wlieii 
there was a lull. 

" Ever so long ago. Since then I’ve never seen a nal 
sea. It was an awfully stormy time w'hcn we came ovvi , 
Mother and Albert were sick all the time, and 1 ran wild 
about the deck. I loved every moment of it.” 

Then she was silent ; he even thought she sighed im- 
patiently, as if the end of the running wild had been the 
end of her -happy time. When he could make 
heard, he told her of the seas he had traversed— equinoxes, 
great gales in Southern seas. He caught her inti-nst, 
and when he suggested they should get iiitu fheltcr, for 
now the rain was pouring dowm and the sea a little 
abating, she made no demur but followed him to liear 
more. He found two seats on the lower deck, and .^-lu? 
let Mm tuck a rug about her, surprised at the attention, 
however, saying she didn't want it, but afterwards playing 
Desdemona to his Othello, listening to the stories oi 
adventure he fitted for her ears. It was tlieie Albnl 
found them, some minutes after they were in harbour, 
Albert was very pale, and said he had had an awful time. 
He looked curiousty at her companion, but waited until 
he had left them before making any comment. 

" So, after all, the Johnny was English," he said ihvn. 

" We weren’t very careful what we said Ixforc ium, Rut 
I don’t suppose it matters ; I don’t suppose he ns in out- 
set. Touch of ‘ reach me down ' about his clothes, wjusn't 
there ? I say, you’ll have to give up that sort of titing, 
atting al»ut talking to men you hat-en’t been introduccil 
to. You’re somebody now. I suppose I ought tu have 
trotted after you. But oh ! God i I was bad ! What 
did he talk to you about ? If you meet him again any- 
‘'yherte you mustn’t bow, you must pretend not to know 
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ManueUa said they had talked about travelling, she 
had found Mm awfully interesting; she should do what 
she clmse and bow to liim w’henever she met him, 

'' Talked about travelling, did he ? I thtiiight he 
looked like a bagman/' Albert answered, and there let 
the iTiatter drop. Steppie would soon teach !ier, hr* 
thougl'it ; he need not jaw at her. 

I^ut in tile bustle of liiidiiig their luggage, getting off 
the ship, and that s^harp little exchange oi talk with 
Albert, she forgot even to say good-bye tc> him. Lord 
L 3 rssojis had not obtruded himself nor offen^fl any services. 
He read her brother's disapproving and ciitical eyes, and 
agreed he was right to disapprove. The girl was too 
ingenuous, unsophisticated^— certaiiily too beautiful to 
talk to every casual acquaintance. By his very iiicliiia- 
tioii to ask lier name, his wish to see her again, he knew 
Albert was in the right. He laughed about it to liiiiisell ' 
when he was in the train, tliiiiking of the undergraduate's 
lofty expression, But he did not laugh wfieii he thought 
about the girl. He wondered to what sort of home she 
was going so reluctantly, %vhat fate was in store for !ici\ 
How she had listened to iris stories, Iiow glorioiislj^ her 
eyes had lit up ! 

He never guessed, never came within a hundred iiiiles 
of guessing, that this was the bride who had been 
offered to iiim. By the time he met !ier again lie had 
almost forgotten her— almost, not cjuite 1 
Albert got better on, the way’' to London and told 
Manuella more about Stone Hijuse. But even then slie 
was hardly prepared for the magnificence in store for her. 
A motor met them at the station ; hi ten minutes it rolled 
between tlia iron gates, and Albert said : 

“ Here we are ! What do yon tliiiik of this ? " as if 
she would be awed. A pompous butler ' swung open the 
inasshx^ door, and there vrere two powdered footmen to 
support liini. Albert asked almost as pompously as the 
butler replied : ^ 

'' Where is Lady .Wagner '? Is Lady Wagner or Sir 
Hubert in ? '* 
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A gentleman at the head of the lapis hiKtili siairs, 
who, Manuella afterwards understood, was the major 
domo, came forward, and whilst informing them tijal 
neither Sir Hubert nor Lady Wagner was at honir; at 
the moment, undertook that " her Iad}’s!iip should be 
informed of their arrival when she returned.” It was all 
very chill and very formal, and alrt'ady Jfannelia Jeit 
Lady Wagner’s personality in tlie barkgronml. Ji it 
had onty come six months later ; then she woiilii iiave 
known where she stood, whether her voice would laa' 
independence, freedom ! Her heart paiiti-d Lir frti'doni ; 
all of it that had not been crushed or cramped by I-fclitia’;'. 
early training. Here, almost in the first momeiib- t.i her 
home-coming, in that great cold hall, with its pdlars anil 
staircase, bluejniarble and _ shadow, ;f»vedaiii scenied to 
have receded, -her voice to be a feeble and’>tifled thing, 
her high hopes but chOdish dreams. The .slindow of the 
great hall was all at once upon her spirit and upon her 
voice. 

Albert guessed something of. what she was feeling. 

“ Come along. You’ll see them bolli at dinnes'i don’t 
bother. I’ll show you your rooms.” 

Her rooms were high up, but a lilt took her to them. 
They w'ere large, luxurious ; the upliolsterer had known 
what was due to the only daughter of the house. There 
was a bedroom hung with pink brocade, a sittitig-romu 
with walls panelled with mauve silk, a large ballirnmn 
with green marble walls. Alteit played showman with 
obvious pride. Certainly their magnificence liad impicxx'd 
him. 

" They’ve got you a maid,” he said, “ a French wunmn, 
who wa,s with the Duchess of Southfields. You’ll soon gci 
used to it all,” he added patronizingly, for lie misread lier 
dismayed look. " I knew it would rather floor you at 
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angry teai*s that for no reason were so near lier eyes. 
Albert left tlicni almost at once, saying she had better 
“ put lierself to rights before Lady Wagner saw lier, 

'' I want a licit bath and an hour's rest before dinner. 
That time on the boat knocked rae over ; Tin all to pieces 
still You will be all right, won*t you ? 

Albert was the one thing human to ivhicli she had to 
ding, slic had almost clung to him, implored him not 
to leave h,er, made a scene, but the, maid was there and 
Albert in a hurry to be .oft*. So she only answered in a 
stifled voice : 

Don't bother about me ; of course I am all right/' 
There was some note in her 'voice made Iiiin hesitate and 
come back into the room. 

'' Oh !. ‘ go said' impatiently, .i/'" Fve got to 

unpack. Wifat are you staring at me for ? 

lies, gave her a hurried hug ; he" was really fond of her, 
although she was always so difficult. 

'' Don't get the hump. Keep bucked ! '' 

She returned tlie hug a little wildly, then pushed him 
away. '■ ' 

" Go and get your bath and rest. You look awfully 
pale still, what a duffer 5^ou are to be sea-sick ! Perhaps 
Fll lie down too/* 

But she did not give herself any time to rest. In her 
hurried, impulsive way she' began 'Ut once to unpack. 
She ignored the new French maid, who offered help, hot 
water, comment, exclaimed, at her limited school ward- 
■j'obe. She tried do make up her mind in that first 
hour of her home-coming to do- as Albert said, to submit 
to circumstances, not to set herself against her step- 
mother, to make the' best of things ; it was her spirit 
and not herself that rebelled. - - . ■ 

Already her resolution 'weakened, when, dressed in her 
l>e$t clothes by the concerned exclamatory French 
maid— a white dress, ' with; -skirt too short and bodice 
loo tight— she waited in the^ehoritious drawing-room all 
alone for the best part of '-an hour. Lady Wagner had 
returned from her afternoon drive, and was now dressing 
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for dinner, so she heard indifferently, or indignantly*, in 
her changing moods. 

Loetitia’s sense of duty^ brought he!- to the drawing- 
room ten minutes before dinner was served to welcome her 
stepdaughter. The chilly* kiss and coiidoscfiiding kind- 
ness, the implication in her little .set speceh tliat, alliKiugh 
there had been much to torgive in the past, sfir had hiip<s 
the future would compensate for it, bn.night (o Maiiurlla 
a flush of indignation. It was she wlio Jind io hugive, 
she thought. But before she had time to liarm heisclf 
by hastyj- speech Albert caine in and took tiic udire (Uj th(> 
situation. 

Manuella was struck by tJio corrjparativi; friendliiiess 
between Albert and his stepmother ; it was as if he jjad 
gone over to the enemy, and it nia Jo iiei- fi.r! hei' {jwn 
isolation more "acuteljv although really ho va.- isrlirectly 
asking kindness for her, and Lcetitia in'a cold niJ'.l dignifit d 
way was promising it. 

She is improved, isn’t she ? The Matoj- thought you 
■yvere going to be short and stumpy. .She is on tin? good- 
looking side, Mater, isn't she ? Going to do us credit ? ” 

“ I am sure Manuella has come linviK* with that inten- 
tion,” 

Manuella had come home with no intcntioi! at all ; sin- 
had come in revolt, and because uo choice had b., en given 
her. 

“ She has grown so tall. When she has fined down a 
bit, she’ll have quite a figure.” 

" She must learn to hold herself Ixitter,” 

" You do stoop, you know, Miini.” 

“ And to do her hair more tidily.” 

“I, expect the sea blew it about a good deal. We 
had a most awful crossing.” 

He spoke of his ex^riences as if sure of her sympathy. 

A grown-up deferential stepon was more t6 'Laditia's 
taste than had seemed pc^ible in the past, when he was 
Wider his sister’s influence.' She was as kind to Albert as 
na|ure permitted. Sir Hubert, too, when he came in. 


.With interest to Albertis accounts of his 
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sickness. It was evident that he, Albert, had his position 
here, Maiiriella was the outsider ; she felt it 
Her father's indifference hurt her, altlioiigli he, tiio, meant 
to be kind, and said pleasantly that slie had grown out 
of knowledge. They were iiaH-waj’ tlirougli dinner 
before he spedre to her again. For, inrfortiioatejy, he was 
given Perrier water instead ol Evian, and it was as if a 
rrime had been committed in the house. 

“ I keep tw’eiity-tlirce servants, and can’t have a glass 
of water at in}' own table. . . 

TJiere was some trouble later about a custard pudding. 
Sir Hubert lived on a diet that seemed to be unsatisfying 
and to initate him very much. When lie did reiiiember' 
Manuella again, he said she had grown ver}*- like her 
mother, who “ was the most beautiful girl in Cuba, and 
that is sajing a great deal, I can tell yoii/'^ 

Lcetitia was annoyed at Ms referring to the days before 
lie had gone to South Africa. She wished liiiii to forget' 
that he had once planted tobacco. He annoyed her 
again when he went on speaking ; she intended to be' 
sure that the girl would meet her in the right spirit 
l>efore she was. made independent. 

You come to me in the morning,' and Til see about 
giving you something for pocket-money* I liope youVe 
not as extravagant as your brotlier. . . 

But it was obvious he wus satisfietl with, if not proud of, 
Albert's extravagance. Then he had capsules to take, 
and some powders in a wineglass of water. Ih* was really 
a very miserable millionaire, who suffered from a stomach 
that w'as as distended as his bank balance ; he could not 
break liimself of the impulse to go on piling into both, and 
it was this habit that obliterated Ml liis other qualities 
and characteristics. Already Manuella knew she could 
expect nothing from, him but _ pocket-money, and that 
her stepmother ruled the household. 

Sir Hubert said again that' she had grown way like her 
mother— Spanish-looking, and would suit a mantilla* 
Manuella was not. even pleased by Ms praise. She was 
born in South Africa of an English father and had grown 
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fiercely patriotic in her foreign schools. Tlscre was really 
nothing of the Spaniard about her but her glorious e}Ts, 
and perhaps her development ; she was anything hut 
languorous, and wore her absurd school-girl clothes like a 
Parisienne. Lcetitia owned herself dislres-sed at Mamtella's 
tendency to embonpoini, but Albert said reassuringly that 
it was only “puppy fat.” Manm-lla hated and re'seiiteil 
the way the5' were discussing her, but fountl herself wilhoiu 
courage or opportunity to tell them so. And it was well 
she kept silent, or Lady Wagner, too, might liave becomr 
less reticent. As it was, she was critical, and not at all 
sure that the great scheme she had fur licr stejal.iughtei 
wdMd materialize. Loetitia found Jfanmll.i's fitcdoni 
of movement unladylike, her short answer.-, gumiu', Imr 
slanginess to Albert "vulgar. Her yild j^air was uit.-jinly 
“ deplorable," ‘and sb were her luiniairirurr'd liands, 
And, of course, Manuella felt the unspoken disapproval ; 
soon it was like a cold fog about her. 

Lady Wagner herself was scrupulously tidy, not a bait 
of her grey transformation was ever out of it.s placi; ; 
her speech was precise, she held herself upright. Manuella 
was tired from her journey. After dinner, in the drawing- 
room again, alone with LcEtitia, she sat in an arm-chaii’ 
loosely, feeling dispirited. Lord Ly.s3ons Jiad seen her 
in the wind and I'ain, but when she was unhappy, and 
certainly there was a burden tipon her to-night, he" would 
have found it difficult to recognize her. Her colour 
turned to sallowness, the dark brows made her face appear 
lowering, sullen. She tried to listen to Lcetitia. to aii>wet 
her naturally when she said pleasautlv that it wouhl be 
well to cultivate an amiable e.xpression. But licr words 
grew fewer, each speech shorter. It was a relief when 
she was free to go to bed. 

The u^t few days were as bad, or wor.se, than the fir.st 
Wght’s ffinper. Manuella could never look back upon them 
i herself. She was past the age when she 
rWeffild fling, herself on to the ground and kick and scream 
as had been her reprehensible habit in 
schoolroom, making corporal punish* 
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iiieiil a iiccevsity. But could and did resent everything 
that was being done for her. According to her step- 
mother she showed an absolute lack of gratitude, or sense 
of her position. 

vShe bcigan by objecting to her maid. 

" [ hate hi!r standing over me when I dress. I doidt 
want anybody to put my stockings on for me; 1 can 
put llieiu on lor myself. Can’t I send her away ? 

You have to think of twr position, of our position^' 
Loetitiu aiiswitrcd coldly to such complaints. 

“ I don’t see why I can’t go out by myself, 1 am nearly 
eighteen/’ was the beginning of another argument. 

“ That is privisely the reason. I should have thought 
you would I'lave had enough sense to perceive that you 
must learn to belij^ve as if you were- a ycmiig lady of birth, 
as if you hadebeen born in the' society to which I have 
given j-oii the entree." 

By what process of reasoning Loetitia had been brought 
to consider herself so infinite^ superior to her husbaiicrs 
children is difficult to follow, but that she was firmly 
convinced of it is not open to doubt. JIanuella had hei 
fitful outbursts of anger, made her futile struggles. Lady 
Wagner saiil it was wonderful how little she had im- 
proved. Albert begged her to conform, not to fight every 
project for her benefit. She must have a maid, et^ery 
girl had a maid. She 'couldn’t run about the streets 
by herself, it wasn’t decent, it wasn’t proper/’ After 
ail, it was true that they had a position to keep up. She 
, felt Albert’s defection bitterly ; she heard Lcetitia’s 
phrases on his lips. She did not know that he pleaded 
with Loetitia for her, in his omi way, of course, but 
quite 'loyally. 

should let her dowm lightly, Mater. SheTl come 
round in lime, she don’t know what’s good for her ; she 
.may kick up her heels in the paddock, but shell go all 
.right when we race herd’ 

Albert was allow^'ed to be ' slangy, even vulgar, it 
seemed it was the thing at Eton and Oxford ; all his 
young friends indulged in the same manner of speech. 
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In a modified way she even took advice. Manuella 
in tho,<e first weeks of her home-coming, had nothing in 
complain of but kindness, crushing, rontinnal kindness, 
and in-esistibio cold logic. That was the worst of it, 
It wa.s tnic that all that was required of her wa- uj k (in- 
form to custom, to have her hair done propeiK- and her 
dres.ses lengthened, to fit on a great mam- new clothes, 
and learn the etiquette of presen iation. 

There was little enough time to change what Lttditia 
euphemistically terraetl “ an overgrowti 'school-girl ” into 
a young lady fitted to take her place in ^soi Lcetitia 

took her to dressmakers, cnr^eiicres, milliners, .sparing 
no expense. If the girl writhed or fiush.Ai nr ’fidgeted" 
shrugging impatient shouiders at the discu.-sion oj hm' 
face, figure, or cajxiage, which weiii on ojraiK- before her, 
Lcetitia betrayed a dignified !.mcon.'-ciousncSts of jt_ 
was conscious of doing her duty. 

There was, of course, nothing but dut>' in it, more 
could hardly have been expected. Their two tempttra* 
ments were at variance, and their respective positjon,t 
made common ground impo-vsiblc. 

fhe old adage about children being seen and jini 
heard seemed to Manuolla still to lurk bodiind her steiv 
mother’s politeness. After a haif-hearled attempt to’ialk 
^ of Fontainebkiau, those tedious .shopping 

and fitting expeditions were made in comparative silr-nre 
and the afternoon drives were little more lively 
Lcetitia had a way of delicately snubbing '‘advances, 
and Manueila made none after the first w<N-k. Robe! 
as might, it was true she had no cause ol complaiiil 
nothing was being omitted from her social equipmetft; 
She \vas given nding-lesson.s in a close, tan-smclliiig school, 
pnvate dancing lessons, complexion-treatment and spedfic ■ 

ktfawtn .o opportunitv ot 

iet^ fa|L(;onventional -phrases on life and conduct,' 

^utia Md expanded ^ce she became Lady W'agner 

M ^ attuned her fuU growth. She w"; 

thought. 

wished Manueila were more like 
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herself. She drew attention to her own smiles ■ and 
little graceful bows to the acquaintances they met in the 
...Park— graduated bows. . She was urever ..impulsiver..^...and,,,,. 
deprecated that quality as being thoroughly middle 
class. She said you could tell a lady by these little things, 
and by the wuy she walked and moved. Lcetitia was 
unwearied in pointing out that when Maniiella walked 
slie took too long steps ; she was neither languid iior^ 
stately, she lacked distinction. Loetitia warned her that 
she iiiiist bt‘ always on her guard. 

As all these things were told or hinted to her, kindly, 
but v<3ry constantly, the girl became stifled by them. 
She was always solitary, yet never alone. She seemed 
to be living under a feather-bed, everything was soft, 
decorous, silent, ^she really became a . little criislied by 
the great lious^ and many servants, by Loetitia’s personal 
and genuine 1t:onviction of infallibility, and by the im- 
possibility of argument with her. There was nothing to 
justify her seiise of being wTonged. i\nything she asked 
for was given to her, or, at least,' not refused. 

You will not have time for singing lessons just yet, 
later on, perhaps. I see no objection to yvmr continuing 
with your music at the end of the season, when you are 
less occupied. Bly dear, if you coiM hold your back a 
little straig'liter, . . d' 

My love, could you manage to ■subdue your voice 
a little ? A low voice in woman is such a great attrac- 
tion. . . 

What was the use of muttering that she did not want 
to be attractive ? She knew she talked too loudly, was 
ccmscious of an inclination to stoop. It was true that 
there w^as no time for singing-lessons at the moment. Her 
days 'were filled with dressmakers and frivolous, un- 
necessary things. Her stepmother was always by her 
side, directing, instructing her in the duties of her position. 
She w’-as growing more uncertain about’ her voice, and 
whether she w^ould not be' found vidiculous if she repeated 
what Monsieur Lausan had said,' it was ** impossible to 
let such a gift lie idle/' ’Now ■■ when she raised it in the 


“CONGERT PIl’CH ” 



rare solitude of her own sitting-room it sonuded mufiied. 
dull, as if the house were too large fur it, <'r a> it it had 
contracted to fit some refinement of her stepDiotlier'.s 
taste. Her days were full, yet it to her rla' !;.»<! 

nothing to do. She had been well tniiglii. both iu cici- 
many and France, but not in the art of htukiiig licr hi, a,, 
which here seemed all that was required oi lu r. 

In Germany she had learned iitedlewyulc, <,or.ki!iip 
even accounts, but not how to einer and Icrtre ii loom, 
to step into a carriage or motor, lo utri-y to Ih-i' 
Sovereign, to dance modem dance-. If tlcy h.ui b tl 
her for a longer time at Fontahicblc/ut •!!>.■ miglit h.n 
acquired these further accomplishnienls. 

If it appears that the girl fell too ra-dly uiidci' t u.titi.i' - 
sway, and showed herself weak in the cxi ns: 

is that - her' supiiieriesE was due to physical rather thaii 
moral causes. 

She was in the period of growth and her ^fe in Conti- 
nental schools had not fitted her for so snddeh a tran-sitinn. 
The transplantation afifected her, and, alllmugh it smind" 
a non seqniiur, the food also ! 

_ The food at the German schools li,id been ‘-iiflicicnt aii'.! 
simple. It was less so at the Fonlainubkau t liatean. 1 he 
old French aidstocrat who tioniinab, d it Imd peiiurimi^ 
habits, and, although she condefi.ended tu teceive a 
Hmited number of young ladies, she had no idea of spimd- 
ing on their upkeep the remuneration she accepted tm 
permitting them to enjoy the amenities of her fust 
decaying but still magiriflceut home. They subdued 
thek healthy young appetities, those pupils of Madame 
de Fontenoy, to the meagre fare of the aristocratic cs. tab- 
lishment, ate rolls and coffee, and fasted until the 
iijmner of e^s. and one small plal of meat; learnt to 
be satisfied with soupe tmigre in the evenings, to keep 
religiously all the Saints’ days, and days of fasting. 

..The change from this to the regime of the Stone Houm 
chef, was not withotit|ts effect on a constitution so ymitls- 
‘|pl, and a temperament so emotional as that of Manudla 
J.t_ clogjged.her activities. She became eiier- 
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vated, she felt sometimes as if she were caught in a trap* 
When once she felt like that it was natural she should 
cease to struggle. 

Latitia had reason to congratulate herself on the 
result of her care, and her six weeks’ incessant work, 
Mariiiella,, on the clay of her presentation, was almost 
standardized, fashioned to patteim. She had lost weight, 
the ''puppy faf and the ebullience had gone. If fault 
could still be found with her carriage it was nevertheless 
obvious, to everyone but Loetitia, that she had natural 
grace and considerably more than usual good looks. And 
it was difficult to eprestion her manner ; she had the quiet 
of her stifled spirit, the veneer that had been laid upon 
her showed no immediate crack. 


CHAPTER HI 


T he presentation duly took place and all the >(!cjoiy 
papers made mention of '■ the beautifni daughti. r oS 
Sir Hubert' and Lady \Vagner,” among tlu 
which, of course, in its waj*, was extremely gratifying. 
’'iLord Calingford dined at Stone House a day or two 
later, and Manuella was sent in to dinner whli him. At 
her first ball it was observed that he paid lier niarkcd 
attention. On the opening night of ihe ojtora he was st eii 
in the Wagners’ box. Riunom's were ailoal beforr flic 
season was a week old. In a coiuimi titn-ofed to Sociefy 
in one of the illustrated weeklies, under llie luauling 
"Overheard by the little Bird," (here wen* two ljiir:> 
to the effect " that the engagement bctwetri (ht; heir to 
a Dukedom and one of the most beautiful of tlie debutantes 
will be formally notified in the course of a few days." 

Lady Sallust, who had not anticipated so miuh hurry, 
came hot foot to Stone House with -stories of CaIingloid'.> 
record, Calingford’s character. But, with the acquLition 
of Stone House, Lcetitia’s attitude had changed uward 
Lady Sallust, to whom she^ no longer deferred abso- 
lutely. 

“ We rausit make allowances, we cannot put old head-, 
on young shoulders,” was her complacent reply to Lad\- 
Sallust’s relation of the enormities of which Harry Caling- 
ford had been guilty. 

.^She said it with that air of complete originality that, 
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always, ..characterized, her, cliches. , Like . other :,y„omBg, 
men who are exposed to temptation, he has sown liis 
wild oats. ...” 

“ Dragon’s teeth/’ interpolated Lady Sallust. But her 
allusion was a little beyond the ex-govemess. 

” In any case discussion is premature. We have not 
yet heard from the Duke.” It was obvious that Lcetitia 
was secretly elated, and in no humour for discussion 
as to the character of the projected bridegroom. She 
gave Lady Sallust no opportunity to mention Waldo's 
name or bring forward his pretensions. 

It is to be presumed that the Duke made the i*equisite 
move, for the formal announcement was in the Morning 
Post two days later. Albert swelled over it visibly, and 
spoke of ” My _ftiture >rothel'-in-la^V'-Qalmgforii,' you 
know. He will/be “Diike of Banff.'. . 'Lady Wagner 
now called Maiiuella My love,” and deferred het^; 
judgment on minor matters, such as her own toilet or 
daily round of duties. 

Maiiuelia herself hardly knew how it came about that 
she was engaged to be married to Lord Calingford. She 
did not remember that he had ei^er asked her, although 
he seemed to have been by her side ever since the first 
Court. She seemed to be fighting her way through 
shadows, moving in a pageant of dreams. Everybody 
was now extraordinarily pleased with her. Her step- 
mother found no more fault. Albert hugged her, and said 
she was a ” ripper ” ; her father remembered her existence, 
and gave her money and jewellery ; she was no longer a 
stranger in the house. As for Calingford himself, the 
man she was going to many, he w^as not in the least 
intrusive, and during the first few days of her engage- 
ment she never saw him alone. 

She sat by his side at the dinner-party the Banffs gave 
ill her honour. It was quite a small family diiiner-paily. 
The Sallusts were invited, but it was merely a coincidence 
that Lord Sallust had to ■ be in the House, and Lady 
Sallust persuaded her nephew to take his place. Really 
a coincidence, because Lady Sallust had abandoned her 
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project. Baiill was very old and shaky, and since the 
girl had accepted Calingford, and Lcetilia shut her ears 
deliberately to everything that was said against him, 
there was nothing more to bo done, SIic told Waldo :d! 
about it again on their way to the Baidl's dinnev-pariy. 
He condoled with her, and said gravely that it was most 
unfortunate. She had forgotten that he had not talltii 
in with her plans, and there was no need; to remind her 
under the circumstances, 

“ You don’t think they will send me in with her to- 
night, my future mother-in-law that is nut to be. dft 
you ? I haven’t got up any of those subjects she e.xamined 
me upon. It will be a case ot sv\iiching it they dct. I’ju 
sure of it ; she will ix-poi t me to some one. . . *” 

He was iuft"of ' mock fears of Ltctida, and asked no 
questions about Hehij’ Caiingfonl’s fkincee, who shunki, 
according to his aunt, have been his. 

Lord Lyssons no .longer minded his aunt_..mlkit!g akeu 
his marriage, for his plans were ipiite settled. He wa- 
going back to Kigeria. The estates would become tree 
gradually; the lawycns had the matter well in hand. 
It might take three, or eten Itve years ; but, should any- 
thing happen to him in the meanthm*, his yotmg tuii iji 
Gilbert would tmd that everything had h..'( u' sti4iglit('i!etl 
out. As for himst-lf, he liad become atuvinted that he 
was not cut out to be a great English aiistociai. In 
common with that girl he hatl nud on the boatt, and n{ 
whom he some-limes caiught liiius(-li thinking, lu-idtim 
was Ms great need. Hu satw it in front of jnm for !he 
next few years at leaist, and cunsequentiy he was in the 
•;b^t;pf;spints.’e 

Lady Sallust enjoyed her drive from Grosvenor Sniutrt* 
;tp|the:;InhervGircle M 'Regent’s; Park.;^;-- ; T- ■ 

“One always feels they live in the Zoo,” site .said, 
plmtively, when she had given the footman the 
address. 

“ What entertammenl could be better than seeing the 
;^aiinMs_feed ? It is kind of you to bring me. I suppose 
CaEiigford champing Ms jaws. Jive- 
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pooad notes dropping from his mouth with horrid growls 
and noises as he scrunclies up that million,” 

He had very little real interest in the subject^ was 
only going to this dinner-party to oblige his aunt, and 
amused himself with inconsequences to pass tlio time. 
Ho knew ho would be bored. 

Considering he. had so often thought of the girl he had 
met on the boat, it was strange that, during the first half 
of the Banffs’ dinner-partj'% ha failed to recognize her. But 
perhaps it was not so strange as it seemed, Mamiella 
by this time had been run, as it were, into a mould, and 
become, outwardly at least, like all the other girls in 
their first season who were dressed by Paquin, Jay, or 
Hayward, coifled by Lentheric, and hatted by Lewis. 
One could, not see /the tree foi" 

Lyssons/^was topkiiig at neither, ’ He hai^fc^an sept in to 
dinner ^vith |the Duke's sister, who. , was, eightv [ye&B: 
;old.;'. 'vety Icraggy; very deaf, 'and notoriously' 
agreeable. She had, of course, been destined for Lord 
.' Sallust, ■ . ■ . ' , . ■ 

Lucky fellow,' my uncle,” I^yssons .ventured,, to.: say 
':to: her^; half-way 'through dinner,: ■.' 

” I don't see it ; he has been out of office seven years,” 
'■shemapped,' .y 
** The privilege of serving his country . , . to-night,” 

: he suggested..,.?'.', V'-.:.'''....''.:. 

” is going on to-night ? More trucldings to that 
:■ wre.tched\'.httle, 'Welsh ' 

. She, too, was rabidly politicab and W'aldo was even 
bmore bored than he anticipated. She spoke of the marriage 
afterwards, and asked what he thought about it, 

“ Di^eadful, I call it, quite di'caclM 1 Such people ! 

I don't know what Banff is thinking of.” 

” Which is the bride ? ” Waldo asked, and, with his 
glass ill his eye looked round the table indifferently* 

” She is sitting beside him. They call her gooddooking, 
but I am sure I cannot see it. She is heavy and sullen or 
stupid. I know I cannot get a word out of hey” 

‘‘Good heavens He took his glass 'out; the 
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ejaculation was under liisi breath, “ It can't be . . . but 
it is ! What iiave they done (o her ? ” 

Lady Araminta liad' but a dtdl companion after that ; 
he was too abstracted even to make fun of her. AJl her 
malicious or spiteful speeches passed him mihecfded. 
When she asked him what he thought u{ tlie '* wc.w/- 
liance," he scarcely an.swertKl. 

So that was the Wagners' datighSer ; the girl ol the 
boat ! How often he had caught liiiusdf tliinking of her. 
But neeer like this. Siie u-as going to marry Harry CHlirig- 
ford. How had it come about ? He recahed ail lie kiieH' 
of Calingford. It seemed to him a hnrrilde .-acrihce— 
that child' — and Calingford ! Truly it was iJirowing he) to 
the wolves. He looked at her again, wondcriug aliout her. 

The dinner lasted an inordinate time; ereiything was 
done'in an old-faHiioned wa.v ; the tiinncr-tabh; Inoked as 
if it had come out of the Ark. There weie huge epergnes 
loaded with fruit and flowers, earli' Vicioiiaii, But for 
the inten'ening epergnes she might have recognized him. 
There was neither ligdtt in her eye.s nor flush upon her 
cheek ; she looked tired, sallow, not happy, certainly shti 
did not look happy. 

“ The last girl in the world I should have thought would 
have married for a title." 

He had already half a mind to seek her out uilerwards 
and ask her why she was doing it. That she-tjragon of 
.T. stepmother perhaps, 

The interminable dinner came to an end. '{‘he ladic.s 
left the room ; he tried again to catch her eyes and laifeti. 
When he sat down, Hariy Calingford had movifd his wat 
to the one beside him. 

The two men had been at Eton together, althougli there 
were five or six years between them. 

Cahngford was a short, thickset man, with a narrow 
forehpd, red nose and heavy moustache. He had a 
certain contempt for Lyssons, who was a lower lioy when 
Ije left Eton in all the pride of Pop, Waldo was " only a 
jparsotf s son ” then, and had been educated at home ; 
tw 'ntf good reasons for despising him. And there 
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were others ; he was a sap/' and went in for prizes. 
They had met very seldom in after-life, their ways lay so 
far apart. Still, the school-days were a link, and Han"y 
was by way of being host. 

Seems a century since you and I \vere at school 
together. You've been after big game, haven't you? 
Come home to settle down ? Same old Kmnd. I've got 
jolly sick of it, you know I’m going to be married — of 
course you know it. Remember wiien Dunholme and 
I wrote exeats for each other, and took a couple of days 
in town, and the Governor came down tmexpectediy ? 
We nearly got sacked over that job. By God 1 we did. 
I believe it was before your time. What a queer little 
clevil you were, and how we roasted you 1 '' 

Waldo remembered vividly how .he had hated him, 
fag master and head of the house, tyrant ,and 'bully, 
unmentionably worse. He found his old dislike returning* 
Calingford became talkative over his wine ; he began to 
drink before he left Eton, and it was a habit that had 
grown on him. Waldo thought that he was just the 
same. Characters never alter, they onty develop. 

He became uneasily consciotis that the man revolted 
him, that everything he said jarred, that iai another 
minute or tw^o lie would probably be extremely rude to 
him. He pushed his chair back, thinking he had better 
get away, upstairs, or out of the house. Harry Caling- 
ford would not let him escape so easily; he went on 
talking — school days, college days, then back again to his 
approaching marriage, about which he became extremely 
communicative. 

Hard lines on Milly, isn't it ? We’ve been together six 
years now ; but what’s a fellow to do ? I’m glad I never 
let her leave the stage. You saw her in the Girl jrom 
the Eastf I suppose ? Ripping song, hers in the second 
act. They talk of these Russian dancers; give me an 
English girl, I say, for make and movement I Look at 
Milly's figure now. . , 

The Duke rose, and the other men followed his example ; 
it was time to join the ladies* 
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The first thing Lord Lyssons did on returning to the 
dratving-room was to find his asint, and tlie first question 
he asked her, without circumlocution or pndimin.'trv was 

*' And who is Milly ? ” - > - • 

“Milly? Mlly?” 

Lady Sallust looked round tlie room iiiqiiirinolv with a 
puzzled expression. 

“ You are always so .abrupt, Milly who ? I dmi’t 
any Milly.” 

No I I suppose she is not here to-nighi ? Oil ron- 
pderation I should think it very unlikely she would be 
m^ted, although 1 hear .she is such a great friend of the 
bridegroom s. , . 

“ Of Harry Calingford's [ Of course .' Mliv didn't v- ei 
say what you rrjeant. , You never do. I’m mhv i Uon't 
know vsdiy t mean Milly Lertnv of the Gaietv. But 
who has be^ talking about her ? ” She dropped her voice. 

They say he has two children by iier, au<i she is 
senously attached to him— devoted, in'fact. She isas not 
^pe^ed since the engagement has been aimoitnced 
Ihe Duke is to make a setUenieitt. Ol cour.^:!*, lie won’t 

M% ? ^ ^ 

Don’t be absurd; the Wagner girl. She would 1 m' 
SStion.” only she had a Htlle more 

11 ^^ Coveted to (aiingfurd ^ ” 

I don’t believe .she knows what she is doin- Did 

Take me over and introdvice me. 1 want Ui eon 

^ "’“‘e at Eton together ” 

vaJ^f- effected and he dropped ' into the 

va^t seat beside Manuella. ^ 

don’t remember me.” was the first thing he said 
^affon had shown ; he saw the child in her 'Jlin, 
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the smile was mischievous, amused, I wish Albert were 
here, he was so certain you were a bagman ; he was 
awfully angry with me for talking to you*’* 

I think myself it was somewhat unlad5fflce/" he said 
coolly. She glanced at Mm astonished. Reprehensible. 
In fact, you must have lost sight of your position.” 
She saw then that he was imitating her stepmother, and 
laughed again. 

Calingford sauntered up to them and said : 

” You seem to be saying sometliiiig very amusing ; 
dashed if Tve ever seen Miss Wagner laugh before.’" She 
changed countenance when he came up to them, but he 
did not stay. ** I’ll come back present^. I suppose I 
must make myself agreeable to some of these people.” 

■ . hyssons' his e5^eglass:..and«regarded;,;her 

” A bagmanl". Titdf'^as u bad‘-gues^‘M AlbeiTs-t I 
suppose Albertis your brother. I thought yen were qfuite 
a little girl. ^"'Haven’t you grown up very quickly ? I 
can’t make it out at all. Don't look as if yo\i want to get 
up and follow^ Calingford, you will have time enough for 
' , him ; , ’■ you can . surely ■ give me five minutes. 

The toss of the head, the flush, the quick unspoken denial 
altered her completely, 

I liave often wondered what became of you, or whether 
: Grbat' •Eastern swallbwed\ you up,; ■T’ve.V:auy‘;',;huinber''.' 
more. of. .adventures, to relate. , , ,. D.o you .think , Calingford 
will be jealous if I sit here ? ” 

'. ;',WI ;doMt .he'-is.”-';'."''".' .; .v' 

rit'.,'^f 5 ;.'onIy.;; the'-' 'strawberry';deaves,;' Them?;:”: 
claimed, as if inadvertently. She turned startled eyes 
upon him. He had a little forgotten what wonderful eyes 
they wura ; he looked Ml into them and said coolly : 

“ Don’t be cross,” 

. ” Why did you say that ? ” 

” Well, I suppose I must congratulate you, and that was 
my way of doing it, a little imconventioiial, perhaps,, 
but I mn unconventional ; my aunt tells me so ecu’* 
.stantly. I suppose you are going to be married almost 
immediately ? ” ^ 
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" I don’t know.” 

‘‘Now you are frowning. I say, I Ijelieve Calingford 
is going to have a devil of a lijnc. You Imw a bad 
temper, haven't you ? ” 

She reddened ; it was extraordinary how much td the 
child there was still in her. What was inoic f.ttriuiniiiiary 
still was the strange p.iin it gave hint !o sveogniz'- it. Th*' 
pain ebbed to tenderness .and Inirt him. i’itur child ! poor 
hare! Of course, she had not been allowed a run, 
aunt was a lunatic to think !w might iiavi* taken Caiingtord 
place ; hut already he wishoil anyone imt (’.ilingford iiad it. 

“'Everyone says 1 ha\’e a bad temper so I sajiposr 
it’s true.” 

“ You don’t bite ! " 


SJie smiled again, lie thought her mctuih the picltiest 
thing ^ut.her, although that, too, had lost soint* of it.s 
colohr, 

“ I wonder at that. I should, in your case. 1 sliould 
have bitten Lady Wagner, I am sure of it. I titfarly did it 
the last time we met.” 

.. He wanted to get that strained look out oi her ejva and 
,^'tlae laughter back into them. As he sat there talking light 
' j^nsense, he saw the alteration in her more plainly. .\nd 
' ^t ,it seemed to him it was only an external alteration, 
that underneath it was the girl of the- boat. He wen! on 
tflcing to her until the time came fur them both to go. 
■There was not a word of seiionsness, hatrlly ol mmko, in 
-what he said, but it seemed to amuse lufi' •’ .she laughctl 
and responded. He spoke again of their unlicensed' ac- 
quaintance, and recalled Albert's supercilious looks. It 
seemed a very long time ago. the last pleasant thing she 
remembered. She had l^n only a child then ; she 
wished she were a child stiU. She had forgotten her 
dreams since she had become engaged, but she re- 
tnembered them again when Lord Lyssons told her liow 
she had altered. 

i ' -ff You are as different as jxissible ; you are the pattern 
d^i^Knte of the London season.” 


CONCERT PITCH’’ 


43 


But it was not the dehitante lie saw, the dihutade in the 
white satin dress, with the string of priceless pearls and 
the hair with feathers ; it was that which was imprisoned 
in them. When at her stepmother's notification she rose 
to go, he said : 

'' We shall meet again, I suppose ? ” 

She answered impulsively, for Lcetitia had not succeeded 
in checking her impulsiveness completely : 

Oh ! I hope so.’' 

What a damned shame 1 What a damned, infernal 
shame I he said, when he was in the- carriage with his 
aunt, returning to Grosvenor Square. 

What ? My dear hoy 1 what has happened ? ” 

He had forgotten he was not alone. 

“ The Insurance Bill/' he answered promptly. It is 
impossible to defaid the Contributary- Clauses/' ^ 

Ybumay well say so;" ;• • ■■■■■.., ; . 

The herring was a complete success ; the topic lasted 
until he left her, at hot own door, again persuaded that he 
was more serious-minded than appr^ared on the surface. 
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“ I don't know.” 

_ " Now you are frowning. 1 nay, I Caliiigford 

IS gouig to have a devni of a rime. Y<tu have a ba<i 
temper, haven’t you ? ” 

, extraordinary how much of the, 

child there was stil! in her. Wlrat more «xti;i<»rdin.irv 
stiU was file strange pain it gave iiim to rei.-ogniz!; it. j'he 
pain ebted tu tenderness :md hurt liini. JVmr chd.j ! i «,r 
liare . Of course, siie had not I>een allowed a nin. Hi> 
armt was a lunatit; to think he migJil have taken falingion!',^ 
place ; but already he wished anyone but C'alingfwd had it. 

Everyone says I have a bad lemjvr so I sin.-|io«.' 

■ It s true. ' ' 

“ You don’t bite ! ” 

” No.” 

_Siie smiled agam. Jle thought her raouih the prettiest 

ii> 

1 I should, in your case. I shfuild 

have bitten Lady Wagner, I am sure of it. I ne,irlv did it 
the last time we met.” 

.. He wanted to get that strained look out of her eves and 
them. As he sat there talking lijih} 

• ‘‘-Iteration in hei’ more piainlv.^ A^nd 

to him it was only an external ariemtion 
tot underneath it was tlie giil of the b,.iat. He went mi 
^^ing to her until the time carnc for tlrnm both to go 

w!^t ^ '• harfily of sen,-,e, m 

and FAen^nn % iseemed to uiniise hta* ; ~,he huighetf 

QiSinta^A an t ac- 

^erned a Albert’s suiwrcilious looks. It 

rememhArAd i pleasant thing slie 

wished shp'wArA*! ^ child then; she 

■ (keams sitiaa cUa forgotten her 

■' msmbered tLn ■ , engaged, but she re- 

■■'awidi she fed alf d Lyssons told her how 
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But it was not the debutante he saw, the dibutanle in the 
white satin dress, with the string of priceless pearls and 
the hair with feathers ; it was that which was imprisoned 
in them. When at her stepmother's notification she rose 
to go, he said : 

■' We:shall/nieet agaiii,;I siippose? ” 

She answered impulsively, for Loetilia had not succeeded 
in checking lier impulsiveness completely : 

Oh i I hope so/' 

What a damned shame ! What a damned, infernal 
shame ! he said, wdien he was in the carriage with his 
aunt, returning to Grosvenor Square. 

What ? My dear boy ! what has happened ? ' " 

He had forgotten he was not alone. 

*'The Insurance Bill/’ he answered-ju'omptly. ‘'It is 
impossibte to ■<Men#the^ContribiitatyTla|i^; 

, You miay.: well say so." ^ 

The herring was a complete success ; the topic lasted 
until he left her, at lier own door, again persuaded that he 
was more serious-minded than appeared on the surface. 
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intelligence.” He liked teasing her and seeing her pout 
or frown. 

” I don’t mind your being bad-tempered/’ ha toldner 
once.' What ' I eaii’t stand 'is seeing ..you look, as if/you. -; 
'lm¥e 'become slowly, petrified' amder. 'your; Stepmother'S,:^ 
stony eye.” 

When do I look like that ? ” 

She gave her horse a touch with the whip, galloped 
up the tan, and did not wait for an answer. He galloped 
after her, remaining silent until she pulled her horse in 
again. AVlien they v^ere trotting side by side, as if there 
had been no pause in question and answer, he said : . 

” When you are with your fiance.” 

Now their horses were walking, and he was watching 
her. Her face was shadowed by the broad-brimmed 
riding-hat, a.lxttte. from him. * He went on, because 

he wanted to make her faca^ him. 

I suppose your feelings are too much for: you-,” he said 
contemplatively; “you are so awfully in love with the 
fellow that you can't talk I'\^c heard of that kind of^, 
thing.” And then, for he. saw the flush, and that he was 
making her angry, be added tiioughtMly : 

“ I don't know the symptoms very ■well I have never 
;.heeh mloveinyseli”:, ■ - 

“Neither have I,” she flashed at him, as if he were 
accusing her of something itnworthy or ridiculous. 

“ Neither have L Who said I had ? Wliat has love to 
do with it ? You are always trying to annoy me.” 

“ But you were just as annoyed when I alluded to the 
attraction strawberry-leaves had for you,” he continued 
mildly. “ Which reminds me, by the way, that I heard 
this morning the Duke is ill—infliiensa. Will that hasten 
or retard your marriage ? ” 

“ I don’t kiKuv.” 

“ Is it to be soon, or mustn’t I ask that either ? ” 

” Not until the end of the season,” she replied hastily. 

Ydu ;0,ahvbear>Hie ■ 'delay ? ■ ■'■v'" /■ 

I wfish you wouldn’t ask foolish questions.” 

“ It is a bad habit of mine.” 
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At the big fancy-dress ball at the Fanibmonghs, a lew 
days latex, they again iowiid thetiiselves side by side. 
Harry Calingford iniix'rsonateji i!ie hist Duke oi Banff, 
a contemporary <« ike great Ma)ll«.ti'o«gh’& ; Sfatiudla's 
powdered wig, jmciie^ and ImK-adt'd diess, had been 
selected by Loeiitia as “ so esin indy .•njitable.” Waldo 
dressed the part she assigned Jiins, fuiti Wi.mld iiave licen 
Don Quixote to the life btit Joi" that iiic<fiigiuo\is eyc- 
glass. ' . ' 

“ The Duchess, by gad ! ” he greiited het ; ' to thi- life, 
a little prematuro, but to the hh*. Nt>t Browtiang'- laisi 
Duchess, but Banh’:< lijst. i supj.»o.se >'ou taiicy youiscli. 
Why are you looking cross ? Why tarries the Duke ? " 
She did not look ooss, she itiuked utriiappy, atid he 
saw it, and was a little uiihapjjy with her, not seeing the 
way to help her, ’ Lady Sallust irad tolrl hhii things wrrre not 
going weU. with the ei^agemetit. Lord ffitiiiglMd was 
inattentive; it was believed he wished to gel out of it. 
Miily was understood to be making scenes. 

'* Aren’t you etijojing yourself ? ” 

*' I hate feeling dies.sed up.” 

" As the Duchess of Banff ? '* 

Any way.” ■ ' 

“ Why were you not in the Row this morning ? ” She 
did not answ’er him for a nsoment, and he sejjeatcd the 
question. 

" Got up too late, I suppose. Shcckingly idle lile you 
tead!” he said wnth mock seriousness. "I shall have 
to talk to your stepmother." 

A ghost oi a smile lurked in the corner of her mouth, 

, “ That is what I was doing.” 

“ Talking to your stepmother ? ” 

“ We had a few words ” She stopped -.short. 

,,.''What had you been doing? Not saying ’Yes, 
please,’ or * No, thank you ’ ? Leaving fat upon your 
plate^ forgetting your pinafore ? ” 

, The few words she had had with her stepmother had 
. be® da his, .Lord Lyras’, account. 

;• '^ou must not allow him to make yon conspicuous 
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with his attentions ; I understand he joins you in your 
morning ride. I dislike to find fault, but Lord Lyssons 
is known to be very erratic, almost eccentric ; he might 
wish to compromise you, . . . 

She had flamed up in his defence, and Loetitia had 
ended the interview loftily. 

'' Very well. I am sure you know best. Young people 
always know more than their elders. We will not discuss 
the matter miy further. I felt it my duty to warn you/' 

Lmtitia avoided scenes with Manuelia now. She 
wished she could expedite the marriage, but Lord Caling- 
ford had spoken of “ the end of the vseasori " ; and she 
could not show more eagerness than he. 

Manuelia remembered the morning’s encounter, and 
her ghost of a smile changed to. a decicfad frown. 

'' I wish you wouldn't always speak- if I were a child ; 
if s so stupid. Fm tired of it/.’ . . . 

** Are you out'^f temper or out of spirits this evening ? '' 

Both/' she answered shortly, turning Her head away 
from him. They were intefi'upted, but he found her 
again in the conservatory just before supper. Her fiancS 
was beside her, obviously he was doing his duty, but 
yawning over it ; she looked unhappy, but Harry Caling- 
ford only looked bored. He greeted Waldo cheerfully : 

** Hullo, Waldo— Don Quixote ! Good idea ; they 
called you that at Oxford, didn't they ? Here, take my 
place ; won't you ? Fm not much of a dancing man/’ 

When they were alone he said, to her quite frankly, 
gently — in a manner different from the light and easy one 
he generally took with her : 

“ You are out of spirits. Can’t you tell me about it ? 
Is there anything I can do ? " 

She answered moodily, but just as frankly : 

'' There is nothing anybody can do, I've made a fool 
of myself, that's all." 

“ It is Calingford, then ? " 

" I can't imagine why I ever said 'yes' to Mm. Now 
I have got to stick to it, I suppose," 

" You don't like Mm ? " ^ ., / 



CONCER'r PI'fCH 


“ What is the good ut talking about it ? I don't like 
'aaythMjg.’’ ‘ ’ V:’ : 

" Except talking to me ? ” 
f " Except talki^^^ 

She smiled, but her smile was a ed iliing. 

“ I hate evcrything—mysidf most. You had l.)''ttcr go 
away. I don't want to talk.” 

I do." 

“ Talk to someone else, then.” 

“ Don’t stamp yoin' foot. You know ycni ;:ire mentally 
stamping your foot." 

Tears were near the .mrfac.!.; of her eye.s and he di\'iric<jt 
them. ' ' 

“ Poor girlie ! ’’ He said it very low, but >h»‘ frit her 
eyelids smarting. It was riviicuious to cry at a fancy 
dress ball. . • ' .c ' 

“ I don’t want to be pitied,’' she said hbruptly, rudely. 

He relapsed into silence, he did not know what he 
could do for 'her. They had hurried and ” jockeyed " 
her into this engagement, ■ Site had given her word and 
felt that she must keep it. She would have been better 
ofi with him. As he thought ol that contiugcuey, ho 
had a queer little twinge or thrill in the regitm m his 
heart. 

“ A beastly mess you've made ut things : ' was what 
he said. 

“ I know I have.’’ 

“ There is no way out, I suppose ” 

“ It isn’t his fault ; he hasn’t dotie or said anything, 
And I’ve promised,” 

He could see that she was turning and twisting in the 
trap in which they had caught her, writhing ! 

“ Yon want to be free ! Your little heart is panting 
for freedom. I know, I understand ; that is why we are 
fri«ad.s.” 

^ “ Are we friends ? I did not know I ha<I any friends. 
‘My stepmother says I haven’t, that I should not keep 
’them if I had.” 

i.,;4! Yt)ur .stepmother is ... is unmentionable. Of 
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course, I am yom friend— Father Confessor, if you like. 
I know what i$ the matter with yon. Yon feel trapped, 
impiisoned. I have the same feeling all the time I am 
in London. I go away next monlli.'' Then he added 
lightly, his heart heavy for her,, but his speech light : 
It is a pity you can’t come with me. . , 

To Rhodesia ? Oh ! how 1 should l<ive that ! ” 

In her swift change of mood her eyes lit up under her 
curled lashes, and she turned to him, clasping her hands : 

To go back to Rhodesia 1 Yes I that is what I should 
like. Wouldn’t it be wonderful ? ” 

She was young and impulsive. Had she been a woman 
he might have risked the speech that rose to his lips. 
He had the sudden desire and quickened heart-beat. 

Come/’ he wanted to say. Why not come ? We’ 11 
taste freedom together/’, 

"■ .1118' arms., .were ' ready* 'iof - her/' , his- heart, open. .'She-' 
needed care^, and he understood her, understood her 
better than anyone else ; he felt an immense impulse of 
tenderness towards her, it was. not for himself he wanted 
heiv it ” was for her— to . make. . her happy., ■■ He . .^qiiite ■ 
■believed, that,, ■ ' ,-But : she was ■' going to., marry Harry. 
.■Calmg,fQrd,- .and. the ■ .Duke : w:as::;dying. .';^' :He'; had ' .no, /right ' 
to speak, he had nothing to oher her. He pulled himself 
together..'"’: 'y ,...^'':^/v,:,':',//,'.,:'':' 

As it happens, I am going to Nigeria/’ he said coolly. 
She had flushed atid brighieiied in that impulsive 
minute. Now she paled, and. because of the look she 
.gave, 'him:,.;, he', wai:ited,''''.tc>:'’.lciss:;:her;'..;: .'it;' was/the/'^most'drra*^:' 
tional wish he had ever had in his life, the most inde- 
fensible. He did not know what was happening to him, 
“In a rage again ? ” ha asked softly, after a few 
minutes. '' I’ll go to Rhodesia, if you like. But it is 
not so interesting/’ 

I always say the wrong thing/’ 

So do 1. It is a way we have, I suppose ; another 
bond between us. It does not matter when we talk to 
each other/’ She was grateful to him for saying that. 
** We understand each other/’ he added. 
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“ I suppose we do.” 

DM they? He thought not. He wanted to kiss her, 
for instance, and it w.is impu>-il>U- that dse watJtcd to 
kiss him. 

“ Pretty well ; not quite. You have not .in idea what 
I am thinking about at this raomeiit, lor in^-faticc.” 

” What arc you tliinkitig about ? ” 

” Your lip.s. . . Hi! did not say it, ho said 
instead : 

“Don’t you want me to ti-il yon about Xigo.ria 
flaunting your Hhode-ia, indvctl! Do the isalSve- p.iint 
their legs I’cd in j-our rountry ? Of rom.-e Uioy don’t ; 
they are just commonplace Nigs.” He ikished into tiavel 
talk. Strange figures strolled into th»* <oisv,.rv.iioiv ; 
they wore no longer rdnuo, 

“ Got out of that just in lime,” he said to liini'cli, with 
a sigh of relief, when she was claimed by a 5 taitner. He 
did not tmderstand himself in the leasL He tliought 
when he got home that he was only sorry for her ; he 
did not know that already; slit* was in hi.i heart. 

“lam twice her age ! ” 

So was Harry Caliugford--~mnrc than that. 

“ I shall have to clear out before I make a d'ttnaiMl foul 
of myself. .She would iMlher talk to me than to hitn, 
she wants gentle handling, with hi.>r quick tetnper and 
pride. Of cour.se she is proud. Tlicy’vt' jockeyed her 
into it, and now she’ll keep her word at any cost.'' Then 
he saw her eyes again—gloriuus eyes, bni pnzzUal. “ I 
puzzle her. She doesn’t know wlial to maku of me." 
He smiled, but it was a wry and fleeting smile, He was 
conscious of quickened heart-beat, .sudden hunger, an 
impossible thrill or longing; It did cross his mind that 
he was falling in love with her, but he dismissed the 
intnisiye thought. He said to himself again tliat he 
was twice her age, that she was not a woman at all ; he 
was ashamed of the visions that pursued him. 

•: ...fpiat night— the night of the fancy-dress ball— Manuella, 
d.ept badly. Why had she promised to marry Dord 
.^Sbe could not think how it had come 
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about. She had no feeling at all for him ; he was dull, 
heavy, uninterestmg. She supposed she would have to 
marry him now, but shrank dismayed from the prospect, 
comforting herself, however, by remembering her wed&ng- 
day .was a long way .off;'- there -was always^a-.possibili^ 
that something might intervene. She was sure he found 
her dull too ; he did not seem to care at all for her 
company. She thrust him from her mind and allowed 
Lox'd Lyssons to take his place. He was never dull; 
one never knew what he would say next, but one always 
W' an ted to hear. It seemed to her that she was never 
long enough with him ; something or somebody always 
interrupted them. .Supposing she had. been going to 
marry him instead of Lord Calingford ? The supposition 
made her redden a little in the darkness, under the bed- 
clothes. She was sure she ^wmuld never have felt dull 
with 'Lord' Lyssons/ \ /, ./■■ 

In the morning two things happened, bearing a relation 
to each other. So. many daj^s nothing at all happened, 
but on this day there were t\yo co-related circumstances. 

At eight o'clock in the morning a letter was brought to 
Blanuella. The handwriting was strange to her ; she 
had few correspondents but her school friends ; theirs 
were generally foreign letters, and this was English. It 
might, of course, be an invitation ; it was not sufficiently 
ornate for a circular, there was no crest nor inonograrn on 
the envelope. Invitations and circulars generally went 
to Lady Wagner, but this might be an exception. She 
had no prevision of its contents whan she opened it ; 
why should she have had ? 

It was quite a long letter, and she read it through 
twice, its contents being difficult to master, to understand. 
She did not know such things happened except in books. 
She felt humiliated ; that was her first feeling when she 
had mastered the contents of Milly Leroy’s letter. 
Nothing unclean, shameful, ugly, had ever touched her 
before. She was for destroying it, then for going with it 
to her father ; but she was ashamed. That was what she 
felt most definitely — shame. As if she would have taken 
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“ I suppose we do.” 

Did they? He thought jiot. He wautid to kiss her, 
for instance, and it was iinpt)^.'iblc tiwi she wanted to 
kiss him. 

” Pretty weil ; not <|«itc. ^'<su have !n:*t an idea what 
I am thinking about at (his moment, loi instanre,” 

“ \Vliat arc you thinking about i ' 

‘‘ Your lips. . . He did not “.ay it, he -aid 
instead : 

“Don’t you want me to teii you alKiut Xipaiu? 
daunting your Rhudeda. iiuked 1 i)o tJn- uatua- ji.tiiit 
their legs red iti yotsr eoiuitrv ? 01 tosjr-e Un.y don't ; 
they are just commonplace Nigs.” He dashed inti) iravel 
talk. Strange figures sirolied inti> ilio ••otj-ui valor y ; 
they were no longer alojie, 

“ Got out oi that juwt in tiine," he ,'.tid to himwlf, with 
a sigh of relief, when she was daimed by a {uintim'. He 
d,id not understand himself in the least. He thought 
when he got home that he was only sorry for lier ; he 
did not know that alreadyt.slrt^ was iti his heart, 

“ I am twice her age i ” 

So was Harry Calingford — more tlmn that. 

“ I shall have to dear out before I nrake. ;i dainawl fool 
of myself. She would r.rlher talk to me ih.in to hittj, 
she wants gentle hautliing, with her rpuck teiiiper and 
pride. Of course she is proud. Tht.j'vc jockeyed her 
into it, and now she’ll keep her word ui'aity cost,’’ Then 
he saw her eyes again — gloritms cyrs, !jiu piiz/Jed. ‘ 1 
puzzle her. Slie doesn't know wiiat lo nmke of me.” 
He smiled, but it was a wry and fleetittg smile. He was 
conscious of quickened heart-beat, sudden hunger, an 
impossible thrill or longing. It did cross ht.s mind that 
he was falling hr love with her, but he dismissed the 
intrusive thought. He said to himself t^ain that he 
was twice her age, that she was not a woman at ail ; he 
was ashamed of the visions that pursued him. 
j . That night— the night of the fancy-dress ball-— •Manuclla, 
had she promised to many Lord 
think how it had come 
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about. She had no feeling at all for him ; he was dull, 
heavy, uninteresting. She supposed she would have to 
marry him now, but shrank dismayed from the prospect, 
comforting herself, however, by remembering her wedding- 
day was a long way off ; there was always a possibility 
that something might intervene. She was sure he found 
iier dull too ; he did not seem to care at all for her 
company. She thrust him from her mind and allowed 
Lord Lyssons to take Iiis place. He was never dull ; 
one never knew what he would say next, but one. always 
w^antcd to hear. It seemed to her that she was never 
long enough with him ; something or somebody always 
interrupted them. Supposing she had been going to 
marry him instead of Lord Calingford ? The supposition 
made her redden a little in the claiimess, under the bed- 
clothes. She was sure she ^wduld never have felt dtili 
with' 'Lord Lyssbns.' " ' 

In the morning tw^o things happened, bearing a relation 
to each other. So. many days nothing at all happened, 
but on this day there were tWo co-related circumstances. 

At eight o'clock in the morning a letter was brought to 
Manuella. The handwriting was strange to her ; she 
had few correspondents but her school friends ; theirs 
were generally foreign letters, and this was English. It 
might, of course, be an invitation ; it was not stifficiently 
ornate for a circular, there was no crest nor monogram on 
the envelope. Invitations and circulars generally went 
to Lady Wagner, but this might an exception. She 
had no prevision of its cojitents when she opened it ; 
why should she have had ? 

It was quite a long letter, and she read it through 
twice, its contents being difficult to master, to understand. 
She did not know such things happened except in books. 
She felt humiliated ; that was her first feeling when she 
had mastered the contents of Milly Leroy's letter. 
Nothing unclean, shameful, ugly, had ever touched her 
before. - She was for destroying it, then for going with it 
to her father ; but she was ashamed. That was what she 
felt most definitely — shame. As if she would have taken 
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another woman'is husband hasl sja- ki 
not hold the letter in her Ijaiui, it w: 

She did notget any further than that at oin c ; 

■a', or rejofcmg. in 
and 

turmi.'i!, 1)131 ii)i^,!3e)) St -h*. t,ii 
Fit up..)) Ij, r. hi. hi,, .sfu: 

i scorji .ai.ul hifiigtiiitiori. 

hi’i' iatln;)' or 
(jsiii'kJy liiiiji 'hi;. 


vii : She couhl 
hoirihlc <« her. 
no lliought 
s*>3!).'‘ way, 
were out.- 


of her freedom carat: to her 
some strange way, her delicacy 
raged. She was a liltle st 
that a great indignity hafl hceti ] 
was all trembiin.g wiih rage .tni 
She put off her mornitig rid<; ; 
must act for her, dis-'oeiate Ju-r s 
thing,_aud see tlrat j.Ja' hud no in 
Whilst she was snlh.'ring iip'<iair>, -tek witli indi;. 
and humiliation, Louitiu, \'<-ry < omnlaccnt aiirl 
fresh stock of stale phv.ist-.s w.-t.; iiKliiiny a les 
sj’mpathy to her future son-iji-iaw. 

It is with thtj deepest syuij)athj"’i* Itarn the ...at. 
of your dear father’s passijig away. Your buihr h; 
conveyed it to my major-tUmo through the telct 

SLwunT f cynsitk‘ra,tk.n that ha' 

S, Su , } P MumwHft .u. utly ..s i,o 

Pwr child ! I am sure she will share Tour griei 
had been aihng a long time, but the end was siuMt'u 
l, jny dear Harry, add that I am .siu'e vmi 
high position to which you iiiivt; been" cul 
child by your side. . . 

She scratched that out. They y 
to a Duke, not tentative, but actu; 
with the girl would be rewiirdcd ; 
pretending she would be a ilrtin, 

Manuella, although Lcetitia 
it, was far from satisfactory, 
dignity, she lacked cultured 

much better Duchess she herself 
Si^d, recopied the letter, ’ ' 
she sent for Manuella. 

gager, against the 


■ViTt! 3M.-iiTyiiig the gill 
aj, and ali lalxuirs 
but ihci'*' Was ijti Use 
ig htipmaU; for him. 
endeavoured now to ignore 
• She bad not sullicient 
conversation, social tact. 
— i reflect what a very 
}TOuld have made. She 
and finished it appropriately, 

- stepmother 
3 predominant feeling, 

.must the water of the letter aS 
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Lord Calingford, against her own people for not having 
known, against herself for having promised to marry 
the horrid man. 

“ There it is/' 

She flung the letter on the table. Lostitia looked up, 
astonished, from the one she had just sealed and was 
about to dispatch. 

There. I don't want to touch it. I suppose you've 
had the same. . , 

Has Lord Calingford written to inform you of the 
sad event ? " 

She smiled — ^Loetitia's famous smile. 

'' I forgot, I should have said, has his Grace written ? " 

** She wTote," the girl answered sullenly. 

She 1 The Duchess 1 I am surprised/' It certainly 
seemed a lapse ii| ^ ‘ 

That woniah. . . ./' 

** What woman ? My dear child, I wish yon could 
acquire a more definite method of expressing yourself. 
What is this?" - 

Something she read in the girl's face made her take 
up the letter Maiiuella had flung down, and it imme- 
diately arrested her attention. A pale, indigiiaut colour 
stained her cheeks, becoming accentuated in her thin 
nose as she read the signatuiu at the end. The facts 
contained in it were not as mw to Loetitia as they 
were to Mannella. 

" What a disgraceful letter 1 An outrageous and dis- 
graceful letter; probably not one word of truth in it-; 
the letter of a shameless woman/' 

Manuella was standing ; she was waiting for some coir- 
demnation of the man whose name was mentioned, 
watching her stepmother as she read : 

I have two children by him. 1 went to live with him 
before his eldest brother died ; he was only the second son. ; 
he froniised he would marry me us soon as his fMher 
died — swore it a hundred times. Now he is going to throw 
me over altogether. 1 tmsh yoti could see my lUtk boy ; he 
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ts m image oj Mm. You tnay Imre children, hr savs he 

«« te „ kd,: IM „,y iu„y „u 

son. In been crying my eyes oul over H hr ,%* hchte I 
made up my mind i<, uritc M vou. if., mud La' - hi 
n ts, cruel; I've been «s good ,k a uife f, /»•,« «7^‘/ '' w 




"I knm he wasn'l a mini, if Ms hnlhcr had mj 
ey uouhi never iuui Jorgi’an him fkai (hura afkr'f' n'r 
taken any more notice nf Mm. / ». j. 

w his luck, made a iruin of him 'Ihev * 'nf‘i - ^ 
fcs ^mkard, but he Im {hunk 

to s*A Of seven years, lAl %-m. he h' m- ml '• rl 
,^made him, I haven't hem trJine on him''’ /v. ^ 

enough or the bco of u, ■ I’d hy,-l Y ^ ^ 

te^aJed monm I VX' vllf ! 

the cl rny cmj,, ' ‘ 


A disgraceful f rph'fpi i 

»Ht’s thought sho went on ! 

wom^ must jTealt uTfh' ^ 

take it up, or the lawver^i t/ y^^nr fatiar will 

?«>» o« shame. leTuli SL- ,f' J;- 

it out of your iiimfl ’* don t touch it. Ptjt 

ManaeUa taed hom e to S ’* Tha""' 

for you r ^ ^ f other 

, It really seemed as if she had m.f ♦%, i . 

it lay there like an ttflMt. '>«t of 
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held up the one she had written/* is to Harry, to your 
fiance ; it is a letter of condolence. Yon may like to add 
a line, or, better still, you will write to him yoiirsell 
Harry, our poor Harry, has lost his father. Harry is 
now the Duke of Banff. You look quite pale. Shall I 
ring for a glass of wine for you ? I do not, as a general 
rule, approve of intoxicants in the morning, but if you 
think yott would like it ... I have told him he must 
not grieve, he will fulfil the high position to which he has 
been called/* 

What are you going to do about that letter ? 

The girl was going to be tiresome, Lmtitia scented it. 

You had better lie down a little,** she said sooth- 
ingly. ' We won’t talk about this dreadful letter any 
more. It is of Harry we must think, and the change 
in his circumstances. Do you feel equal to waiting 
him a line, or shall l^add a,, postscript? DoiTt 
look so distressed ... of course, it will, make a great 
difference.” 

” I am not going on with my engagement/’ 

"You are a little overwrought just now/* I.cethia ^ 
meant to be very gentle and very tactful with her. ” Vou ‘ - 
must really not attach undue imporiance to an anonymous 
letter, practically an anonymous letter ; for as far as I can 
make out, the woman is entitled to no name, no name at 
all I understand she calls herself Leroy ; probably., she 
15 ■;Smith, '"'br Junes. ” 

You knew about it ? ” 

” My deai^ will you not try and be calm ? You are 
always so emotional It is right you should know nothing 
of such things. Young men will be young men, they 
are exposed to great temptations. It is not a matter 
we can discuss. If you will be guided by me, you will 
think no more about it. You must not, of course, ever 
allude to it to Harry . . 

” To Lord Calingford 1 ” 

” The Duke of Banff/’ she corrected gently, 

I should think I wouldn’t. I shall never speak to 
him again/* 



CONCERT PITCH 


is the image 0 / Mm, You may have ehiUren, he Jte 
must have m /ii*rV; hut niy Harry mil dlaays !if eldest 

son, Fve been crying my eyes {ml over it for days helore / 
made up my mind to urite to yim. ifs rmrL ihaf^s whai 
it Ofuel ; Fve been m good as a iiije to ram, uct-er ImdaM 
at mother mm before or since. Hre grt a idtk girl Mg ni4 
three years old, Idm can none autf sve in., tf /lA'C-* see 
the home you are breaking up. . , 

Tlie rest of the letter wa^ in the >aiiH eUdin. It aUiHliHl 
to Hany Caliiigfoitrs pini, riKtiiy ni \\hidi 

Manaella was in ignormice* 

1 knew he wmnd a saint, // his ioviher kaJ art Jitd 
ifmy would never have forgiecH him ikat iliotii aifair nor 
taken my more notice of Mm. / brk Mm u nen ite ^ as n 
on M$ luck, made a itmn of Mm. I'hiy said he teas a 
less dmnkufi, kit he hm dnmk mMhing io speM{ oi nr ihc 
Iasi six or smmt ymrs. >/ icli you, he is my man ; Fic 
■ 'Made Mffk I Imvend been Hving on him. Fve famed 
enough fm the iuo of ns; iVI Mra daniai my tpj if he 
wanted I don't suppose you krmv uMii ii is M 

love a man like that ; it isn't hk iiUe 1 care about, iid inm, 
the father of my children. , . F 

' A di%raceful letter/* Loetitia said again, and alter a 
moment^s thought she went on : 

My love, you were quite right to bring 11 in rne. 1 ho 
woman must be dealt with severely ; ymn hither will 
take it up, or the lawyers, Tu send such a letter Ut a mere 
girl I But these creatures are ail alike, tliey have im 
sense of shame. Let it lie there; <loidt toudi it. Pul 
^ it out of your, mind/* She waved it awa}^ with her iiaml 
Mamiella tunred from pale to red, 1 have other news 
for you.!*' 

It reaUy seemed as if she had put the letter out of 
mind ; it lay there like an unclean thing, but Lcetitia 
forgotten it* I tliink you had hetier 
^ ^hock to you* This letter/* she 
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held up the one she had written/* is to Harry, to your 
fiance ; it is a letter of condolence, Yoti may like to add 
a line, or, better still, you will write to him youvseli 
Harry, our poor Harry, has lost his father. Harry is 
now the Duke of Banff. You look quite pale. Shall I 
ring for a glass of wine for you ? I do not, as a general 
rule, approve of intoxicants in the morning, but if you 
think you would like it ... I have told him he must 
not grieve, he will fulfil the high position to which he has 
been called.'' 

“ What are you going to do about that letter ? 

The girl was going to be tiresome, Lcetitia scented it. 

“You had better lie down a little/’ she said sooth- 
ingly. ^ “ We won’t talk about this dreadful letter any 
more. It is of Harry we must think, and the change 
in Ms circumstances. Do you feel equal to writing 
him a line, or shall- I ^ add a postscript? Don’t 
look so distressed ... of couYse, it will make a great 
difference.” ^ ' ' 

I am not going on with my engagement.” 

*' You are a little overwrought just now.” Lcetitia ^ 
meant to be very gentle and very tactful witli her. ** You 
must really not attach undue importance to an anonymous 
letter, practically an anonymous letter; for as far as I can 
make out, the woman is entitled to no name, no name at 
all, I understand she calls herself Leroy ; probal>ly..she 
'or. Jones.”'. 

“ You knew aboiU it ? ” 

“ My dear, will j^^ou not try and be cairn ? You are 
always so emotional. It is right you should know nothing 
of such things. Young men will be young men, they 
are exposed to great temptations. It is not a matter 
we can discuss. If you will be guided by me, you will 
think no more about it. You must not, of course, ever 
allude to it to Harry ...” 

“ To Lord Calingford ! ” 

The Duke of Banff,” she corrected gently. 

“ I should think I w^ouldn’t. I shall never speak to 
him again/’ 
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she snilled Iwikuiilv. “ Von Jr<vf> im i/j 

how absurd you an; mahi»gyot,iH.H." 

«!mn° A? sooiliiiig or' leisieut smile? met (hf, o..-., 
Sion. Mamieila storn,ed and cried, and h^Irm’d t 
averred, oiiiragunish-. ' ■ ■ jo 

STMins, lilsks torrM 
wildly .ta„us;.-„„ 4 '-iki-S 

lou don t care, you tkm'l niie h-''" r-n i. i 

and., .and nutragvd. Mow died % i 

o.iiwi lii‘ ? Jjcvv daied 




CHAPTER. V 


;”U";OTHIN-G ■could ' -mova;;t!ie/''' girl;' from,' ■the"' attitude' slie 
..i'-. ' Tiad - 'lip'; ■ neitlier her ' father's'' argiimeuts.'.nor' 
Albert's had any effect upon her. To discuss the matter 
at all was extremely difficult, . and,-, as Loetitia said, 
Manuella's ''/obstihicy ’ waS'*^Tii€onceiya^b^^ The' %¥ay '-she'' 
persisted in declining to ignore , this disreputable person's 
appeal was thorougliiy unladylilfi,-„,a'Oa'^^ an.iniiate; 

■lack' of .refinement, L^titia was naturally ' exasperafed: 
as she 'saw herself, losing the opportunity of being the step-; 
in,other ' 'of-a Duchess, She iouglit as long' as slre' was.';aMe'' 
;'and.dn' .:eyery • way:, that 'was possible,/ ..'llauueH alloW;; 
herself to be persuaded to do nothing until after the 
funeral, Lceiitia thought time wcjuld bring her to a 
better state of mind. But, before sufficient time had 
elapsed, the r^ery day after the funeral, in fact, Lady 
Wagner was astounded, humiliated, she said, by hearing 
that the new Duke had written to Sir Hubert, wuth-. 
drawing his pretensions! The iicw^s was iii the papers 
•■Before. recovered: from 'the ^;sht>ck/: 

The marriage arrauged leiween His Grace the Duke of 
Banff and Miss Wagner icill not fake place. 

It stared her in the face from the fashionable column 
of her Mornmg Post, curt, decisive, the overthrowal of aU 
her hopes. 

It may be imagined that Manuelia's position in the 
.'house became an unpleasant one. Her father again 
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ignored her, Alknl went back (o ftxtftrd, and 1 adi 
no opportunity of expressiiig her npinj.jn ',„v, 
heinousness of her conduct. It tran.‘=j-ito«l tint M; 
had sent Milly I.eii*y's hater to the new ftuU' «tf 
accompanied by rme v4 hei m\n, catniid .md i hataett 

I behi've ei'ery iJu' .'■at a ?,s irih\ / ihtvf; 
hateful and tihquMini; W pM, und I .uH nr, a mc or 
to you dgatn,” 

Lord Lys.sons heard abfuit n fiorn JiarjA- hi 
strangely enongln Ihe Du.kc had ihe h,.ncMv o, s 
everybody wlio imptired t,i hint that .Mi.;, Wutote 
thrown him over, not he Junt 

‘ I don’t know but what I’m glad to out o 
was his comment. “ it was like k-ing in a da 
kindergarten." ■ *’ ‘ 

It ms nnder.^tood that he would retmn to Miilv, 
iLt reguhu'iise.hor pysitii!,,ii. Suim-thinsj' ii 

MiUv rfr'id nT 

MiUy cared nothing for his rank. 

rtv t w displaywl so miwli fnti.Tes! in iho m 

.xi 

these occasions. ^ 

“''I'* l»«-l -> »■ 

^ Gone back to the eighteenth century? " 

I^w Lostitia yesterday. She is veiy touchv tl 

W^Si vou f S ta 

“ a 2 hJr h^eparate them." 

, :u# ^ IWJte unnecessary.” ‘ 
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to oiisunderstand what he was asking her. If you are' 
■Teally 'so muchiiiteresteci., . 

** You are not going to repeat that inihtjly i)i'oi>ositjoirii. 

■ of, ymirS'?.*'' Jd'e .was' exaii«iyiig '.one' of Ihe ainiifeluies^'; 
.avoiding her eyes, .■ 

■ ,. ,iiidecH;L. '''Wliy shcmlchycm . go- to 

' 'Don't', he ■■ absurd,, it a ;'.clreacl.M' 

bocty says so. You wcnild be a much beltiu* match for her , 

. thait’''Harry'Xalingfoi:d 'was,v j ,toid:.;yoi3:-:Sti;'yxhore,^ " 

■ He' 'hacl ■ made up his-' ; 'Mariiielia' was' ' 

310 longer to be met in the Kow ; Ro>iuarite and he seaiclied- 

v;am* '■ 

' - - Lady- 'Wagner-:..to '.guile. " a- .special - ’.dislike. iO'^' 

med'C''-.:’ .'t'o-'-' C''" 

That will not matter .at all She certainly hates her 
stepdaughter/*'' "''V . c' \ vS 

brought forward oilier objeeifons, of, which not: tlie 
least was tlie disparityng 

■ : iDady '.'Saliust .combated 'afl the scruples he set iip r 
was little doubt he set them up for her l.o dcrmolish. 
Yet he was really in italf a doaei minds abfinr coming 
:forward':-.'as- a':„suitor Tor ' ti:ie ;'gi'ri*s /hand,/-: . I.!ir :i;iarl' a;' 'grca,tx 
,drea<i^ teBt/she/slumhi be :'ferced'-to/acc:aTt 

■ l^eeii ^;forced;■ fe'',. t alie : ;€aling-fcw 

,'Tady'y^^',Sal.lusl-: ^'wasyingentr' /'and/ 

;was:::moved:;by ':the'';i^lad^^ girl'T':treatiiieiil:::irtr 

ktepmotlierfs^rhEiidsc dm - ' used : ; all ;; ■ . /torce: ■ : 'of /.ii ' ■ -for / 

argument, 

T :. .;h;'Tt'.:is-.,reaIly : .uot/^orilyr'of /yoir ,'■ 'T::ar^^^ 
iS''evMehtIy:;:unhappy,'; aiid.^:being''kep,t-:|:ir^^ cciu-;,;. 

hnemenh; 'bna.vdoes.^ not . see.': 'lier ': anywhere, '.she- ,:''is . 

not even allowed in the Row/' 

^,;,.:::^.That:{.'wasatrue*:' .and';:W^aldo:;Ti:i6w- :1 

}-^ ■■you' ■' ruiining:': after ;',T.b TjyslPhsf , - : 

Mder- ■. '-the ■ ^ ■circdm'st.aiicas: ;:;pf / 

your meddling in a gentleman’s private aihiirs/* 
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Lcetitia forgot slic iiad MiKge4<-<l that I.orcl 

Lyssons was running alter and emkavoiiriitg to 

compromise her, Slie was siiu* ra'W that the girl was 
running after hint. Mamiella':; pjidf and cpn-itiv»-ijeRs 
were both Imrt ; her slepmoiiiw said hitter and unfor- 
gettable tilings to W'hicli >]ic KritJetiintS rnoiteil Ijntly, 
but which were never wiihont thiir eii'ect. Her 
spirits failed under the tieaiment she was re< firing, 
she became glad to in' alli>W!.'d ih h-iu.ijn in her own 
room, to escape observation. 

Lady Sallust w:ts not authou.'efi !-> ap]iniach Lady 
Wagner on her nepJiew's beiiaii, Imt -he nevertheless 
took upon herscli the re-pon-iiniity *4 sontniing her. 
The failure of the clueal aili:tj!<e h.id s.i!‘dnetl l/eijtU, 
too, to some extent, atui she welcomed i.ady Salhist’.s 
visit with ingratiating warmth. .Ltnly Sallust (•rnp}r>yed 
circumlocution, she knew 'the way- to gain Lreiitia’a 
ear. She si^ke ctasuaily of Banti,, and his umle.-irable 
habits and conditions', atub^'iy ■w.fimly of \^'ahlo. 

" Banff i.s a mushroom to tV.ddo, as yon kmnv. The 
One is the ninth duke, and the oiher ilm twenty-ijr.«t earl 
— ^the earldom tlales from * Not that that wottld 
count with you, but it tioes make a djlfeuotr.c*, <So<».srj’i 
it ? I understand the young penjile .ue already attracti‘<l 
towards eath other, iff course, ii, is rarh days, but i 
suggest they should be given an opixn tmiitv to uteel." 

Lcetitia was attracted by the idea, altlmugh she disliked 
what little she luul seen of the >tigg<‘'-te<t suitor, bite 
wished to got tim girl oif her inuub. ; she did not wish for 
her happiness, but to rid her.st‘if of her. F.ady ballust 
made it clear that Lord Lyssons v\ouid n<it eonst* forward 
as Harry Cahngford had, through ids relatives or lawyers. 

“ He is attracted by the girl ; he would like oppor- 
tunities to meet her. to become letter acquainted with her.” 

This way of doing things went agaifist the grain with 
Lostitia. She was genuinely of the opinion that the 
; , , more anyone saw of her stepdaughter, tlio lt?s.s likely he 
; .was to become attached to her. She yielded in the end, 
'..'however, because the girl was an increasing vexation to 
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her, and such a marriage would leave her with no cause 
of self-reproach. 

She began to take Maiiuclla out again, to entertain 
and be entertained ; tJie season was still very young. 
Lady Sallust begged her to keep the matter secret between 
them, to await events. But Lady Wagner only partially 
fell in with her vievr. Certainl}^ siie gave Maniiclla to 
understand that she was on probation with Lord Lyssons, 
that he was sorry for her, and wished to see if it were 
possible for him to replace the Duke. She managed to 
poivson tlxat intercourse to which she agreed. There 
was an ever-increasing awk'wardness between them, the 
cause of which Waldo was for ever wondering. He 
feared they were putting pressure on her, although he 
had made no proposal. 

He . was invited to lunch and to dinner at Stone House, 
stiff and formal me^is; in %hich he liadiitfle opportunity 
for private talk. On|5^ once hesprrke ta her of - her engage- 
ment ; that was the day oi^he tinat tie of the Army Polo 
Cup at Ranelagh, about a fortnight after he had begun 
coming to the house. 

He lunched at Stoncf House and drove down with them 
afterwards in the motor. Lady Wagner made the third ; 
she was conscientious as a chaperone, perhaps additionally 
scnipulous because of that idea of hers that the less 
anyone saw of Manuella the more likely she was to retain 
his esteem. Waldo noticed Manuella was pale, and 
thouglxt she had grown thin, too thin ; she looked de- 
pressed. He recalled the girl of the Channel crossing, 
and found hardly a trace of resemblance. Lcetitia would 
have said she had fined down/' W'aldo was vaguely 
uneasy. She had fined down " to breaking-point. He 
disliked Lady Wagner even beyond her demerits. This 
afternoon, as he sat opposite to them both, and his future 
mother-in-law displayed her pleasing smile and talked 
about Society, he wanted to strangle her. 

It was a great day at Ranelagh. The King and Queen 
w^ere coming, and -the streets w^ere lined with people. A 
long string of conveyances impeded the Wagner progress ; 
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the time hoitilia talked, Imt ^faln^el!u lemaiiied pale 
and silent. Waltio wanted to know what ailed her, but 
any attempt he made to question her was {nj»i rated 
by Lady Wagner’s^ incessant pk-asainry and social Kilts. 
She exercistJtf them all for his benefit. .Slit! wa* Iwginning 
to. know the, value of the alliatice, one or two envious 
mothers having made it evident. .She w.ts tecivvering 
from her disappointment, and was h.^s ani..igon!Stic 
in her manner to Idamiella. li was. ol e.onrse. niifor- 
tunately evident that she iiad no a]»!.itu.iie for com'crsa- 
tion, and lacked the social .‘^ense. hik’d up all 

the gap.s that Maniiella's silence lei't., and was e.v,!ra- 
ordinarily self-satisfied in her mauve dre.-,s, and her too* 
youthful hat, and the way ;,h<! sell she was iinptros'ing the 
oc.casion, and assisting i,n attracling and .enchasHing 
Lord Lyssons. -- . 

She would have been .surprised if : ht! had heard his 
whisper to the girl when at last ihey were walking togethe.r 
to the Polo ground. 

“ I say, can't we manage tt,t lose her ? " 

They did manage it, but lutt fintil much later, after 
they had walked about, sat and w.it«died a dull match, 
'when they were at tea together, and his endurance came 
suddenly to an end. 'fhen Hamel, the iKing man, made 
a diversion. Everyone rushed to the grourul where his 
descent would take place, liady Wagner decMrously kept 
her seat at the tea-table, andwmidered where they \vere all 
going, what was hapjieiiing. But Waklo, sriir.iug ,’damielia 
by the arm, hurried her away. 

'* They are going to see him come down. Come along, 
T know the way.. We' must cross the grass.” 

'‘ Didn’t I do that w'ell? ” he a.sked, when they were 
but of sight and hearing. 

But' .Manuella’s answering .smile and manner lacked 
something of spontaneity. She might have been talking 
in her sleep, so little animation did she show. 

; haven’t taken a dislike to me by any chance ? ” 

. iighdy. He did not expect an affiimative answer. 
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His heart contracted suddenly when he saw her hesitation ; ^ 
contracted to pain. 

'' Have I done or said anything to annoy you ? 

'' Oh, no, of course not/' she spoke quickly. 

Tm sure I have. You are qiiite different to me from 
what you used to be. We were going to be friends. ..." 

He spoke quickl}^ he was hurrying her out of the 
crowd, in the opposite direction to the place of the air- 
man's descent, but he was not too hurried to note the 
vagueness of her response, her unwillingness. 

" Ought we to be going away like this ? She has not 
anyone with her, and does not like being left alone. I 
don't think she has finished her tea. ..." 

'' I don't know %vhat she has done with her tea. But I 
know she has neaiiy finished me. Here we are. Never 
mind Hamel, let us watch the croquet, the hoops are 
quite in order." There \yere two chairs under a tree, 
the ground was deserted. You- need ^lot talk, and 
for Heaven's sake dofi't^be. pblite, or mark your periods, 
or speak the Queen's English. Be slangy, be vulgar, he 
anything but refined, or pleasing, or agreeable. Heavens 1 
what a woman I No- wonder 3^0111 father suffers from 
indigestion I " 

He made her smile. It was then he asked her again 
what had ailed her, or if she had taken a dislike to him. 
He knew she was no longer at ease with him, and he 
wanted to get back to the old footing. 

I ^vender what has become of that red blouse I saw yon 
in first ? You wouldn't fill it out as w’-ell as 3’'ou did then." 
He was eyeing her ; she thought he was finding fault. It 
was the fashion to find fault with her. 

“ Tve growm thinner." 

She al‘wa3’'$ flushed easily, and if this time she flushed 
angrily he liked it better than her unnatural quiet. He 
began to tease her purposely, as he used, to call her 
" Alice in Shadowland," and complain that soon there 
would be nothing left but her smile. He said she was 
like the Cheshire cat, only with her it would be her large 
eyes that remained. He talked lightly, but his heart 





was tender from tbe pain of Ihat sudden crmfraciion when 
she had hesitated in answering* hini. There ih* reason 
for it. Nothing had rome hel\uain flieiio 

Yon are kttiiig rrit‘ du u!l tht* falKiie^T' he eooiplaiiifri 
“I belje\^e your ,^tepnioifir'i i- tkIik She toid 

me tO“day in Irt pheasant \vay Ibal diowa-.ohaid f :dioiild 
find yrm a poor companioii/’ 

She flamed out at tl'int : 

‘^Slie hates the sight ai mi\ arivl ih!ii’k> vwry^mv, else 
must 1 ** 

“ Well, yon know I doiTl, not enliidy ! ‘Then, in 
slightly more serious lone, he a«lfT/d : 

** Is that alt that is tlie nmttjr with you, vuur sie|H 
mother and her phrases ^ A huiihght ko ago I ilemUit 
it was Harry Caliugford. Kuw 1 arn a. little at sea. It 
mi*t me, by any ckmce, is il? I can't hear yon to be 50 
unhappy,^* ‘ .. s , 

He had asked her for noUiing,. pit! forward mr claim. 
He did not mean in give,thmcin\ pretmice lor putting 
pressure upon her. 

She resented his ruriosity, rmd did not want liini to pity 
her. LcBtitia^s phrasi? that she wnm ‘‘ on probation with 
him festered in her. 

** There Js nothing the matter with moT' she said 
shortly* 

'*And you have not taken a dislike to m^t To my 
eyeglass, for instance, or anything afomt mv ch>tlies } 
Albert was telling nui he thinks i ought to ^.Jtaiige iiyy 
tailor and go to his/' 

^Then again, moved by some unknown fear or mi^•* 
giving, but more fearful stil! cd .■showing Im his arivieiy, 
he asked : 

'' Anyone put you against me ? ** 

No.” 

It- was Lord Lyssons great misfortune that; when 
he felt most he could, speak least 
-/^•Not hankering after the Duke by any chance, are 
jm ? You never toM me Imv you got rid of him, by 

twaT:!* . 
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She could not bear to speak of it. Her stepmother 
said she had behaved in an unladylike manner. She felt 
wildly the possibility that Lord Lyssons thought so, too, 
and more wildly that, perhaps, he had things like this 
in his own life, women. He wanted perhaps to know if 
she minded. It was hateful, hateful of him. He was 
trying to find out if he liked her well enough to marry 

her. She did not want to marry him or anybody. At 

that moment she thought she did not even like him any 
more. 

But she changed her mind just as suddenly when he 
put his hand over hers and spoke softly : 

'' Never mind, I was only teasing, I don't want to 
know, I am sure you were more than right. Do you 
think I ought to have told you, given you a hint ? Is 

that why you are angry .\wth me ? I wanted to do it, 

but I couldn't, Yorl might have thought I was speaking 
in my own interests/#* ^ , 

She looked at him qiiicMy, and he saw in her surprised 
eyes that she had never even suspected such a thing. 
He answered the surprise in her eyes with sometMng very 
like complete candouf. 

** Weil, it came to that, it very nearly came to that— 
that evening at the fancy-dress ball, I suppose you don't 
happen to remember how beautiful you looked, and how 
unhappy. Why don't you begin to look happy ? You are 
free now/' His hand tightened over hers and he went 
on : You know you are absolutely free, don't you ? It 
is going to be just as you like ; they have not told you 
differently, have they ? I am half a hundred years too 
old for you, , , /' 

'' Oh, no 1 " she exclaimed impulsively, then flushed 
and wished she had not said it. He kept his hand over 
hers. 

'' You are sure I am not too old," he said gently. 

She had no way of answering Hm, nor knowledge of 
what she might say. She did not care how old he was, 
nor had she ever given his age a tirought. 

It's only because you pity me/' 


■S: 
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What was only Ixscaasf Ik' pitij-d hw ? !!<• had isutsaid 

anj'thing. SIk? Iitti'ried on : 

" I want to bi* left alone, I don’t want to In- (picstioned 
and taltel over.” She Mas alino.-t nnoheifm. 

" I’m nut talking you u-ver, I have luvi r talked yfju 
over. Be fair to me." 

" Jly stepmother .says- " But .'-lie loald mu tell 

him what her stepmother said , she reddcmal and sloppi’d 
short, digging the i'tnuie oi her pai',i>o] iiUn the ttui. 
His hand still lay over hers, cniifusiiig her. 

"I know it is only hecatisc vou pity n.e,*’ she said 
futileiy. 

Shall I have more reas<m to be sorry ior you if I take 
Harry Calingford’s plate, dt» you think ” 

“ Yon don't really want me.” 

“ I could do with you.” he answered \vhjni>-ieaily. 

" I did think we ■were going to k' Iriejids ; you sai<! we 
were." 

“ I am not saying anything dihemnt. aus t ? You 
i'lISfilind me of the woman in the pu]ir»'“e-«*mi the other 
*'3%'. ' Oh, no, sir, 'c ekiu’l often knock me* alimit ; \:’s 

more like a friend than a 'uslrand.' Conu', think it over. 
You are not going to l>e hurried.” 

'* I don't want 'to be. married out of pity." 

“ You won’t be, I promise you that," he said quktiy, 
almost under his breath. 

And then her troubled eyes sought his, and what she 
read in them made her drop her o'wm quickly. Keither 
cd them spoke for quite a long time ; until he took 
las hand from hers, and began to talk ea.sily of what was 
happening in front of them. The excitement of Hamel’s 
dest^nt 'Was over, and people came back over the gra.ss 
in twos and threes and little groups ; the croquet players, 
mallets in hand, took their places again. 

“ Are you inter^ted in croquet ? This ought to be a 
good game ; we had better stay and watch it. FU lay 
^ ^ to one on the man with the Panama hat ; there is a 
.Jfeadly earn^tn^ about Mm. Look at Ms cMn : he has 
tournament cMn." 
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Before he got through what he had to say about the 
ci’oquet, Lady Wagner sailed in sight, 

'' Oh ! there you are, I have been looking everywhere 
for you. The King and Queen are just going ; we ought 
to be moving too. You know we have the opera to-night, 
and the reception at the Foreign Office.'' 

Other people joined them, and there was talk of the 
polo, the flying, the croquet. They did not speak again 
to each other. He excused himself from driving back 
with them, and Manuella was glad of it. She felt very 
agitated, excited ; he seemed to have told her something 
strange, new, wonderful, inci'edible, something that made 
her pulses beat iiTegularly. She drove back in absolute 
silence, feeling no resentment when Lcetitia said icily : 

"‘It is a pity you lack sprightliness, aplomh I fear 
Lord Lyssons considers you but a poor companion, and 
prefers to seek more agreeable, more lively, society, I do 
my best, but you give me no assistance — no assistance at 
all, when I try to <&aw you into the conversation/' 


CHAPTJil? VI 


ISvT-t 

than content. HVSnJoLi ir ^ »we 

took rooms in the “ Aib-mv ^and 

when the great entertiinmpn)-' f hving in them 
Even in tSse ^ause. 

expenditure on flmSrs f eiUertainnienfs. lavish 

engagement of great artists ilf^rp’ ”!• 

House was spoken of l?nm, S’ <?*'*«» at Stone 

the WaeneiV tel / to iw unique, it 

meant to make inSorabto ^ i-mtitia 

for a ducal affiance tor her 

o^^S. to, time on ffi, 

t^ embellishment lavished nr.«„ ^ 



CONCERT PITCH 69 

to the cognoscenti, the great staircase rose, leading to 
billiard-room, banqiieting-liall and picture-gallery* 

The banqueting-hall was of cedar wood and silver, the 
design of the ceiling copied from one of the rooms in the 
Doge's Palace in Venice. Cnnning employment of electric 
light turned the silver to I'ose grey, and silver and rose 
deepened in the tone of the carpet, specially woven for 
the hall. Lady Wagner would, of course, have preferred 
gold to silver in the enrichment of the ceiling, but yielded 
to expert advice. 

On this great night thirty people, among whom was 
Lord Lyssons, sat down to dinner under the cedar and 
silver ceiling, A prince of the blood sat by Lcetitia's side. 
He was only Prince Basil Francis of Helstig-Schoistein, 
but to Loetitia it was sufficient that lie was Royalt}?'. He 
was known to be musical, and the conceri after the 
dinner had been arrai^ed for his edification. The know- 
ledge of how much .monOy it was to cost, that every 
performer was a star, sustained Loetitia through the 
dinner. 

Prince Basil Francis of Helstig-Schoistein was Very poor, 
and unusually stupid, even for a prince. He did not 
know why he was here, but, then, he very seldom knew 
why he was anywhere. Nevertheless, he said the right 
things to his hostess; he had said them so often before 
that they came quite easily to him. It was unfortunate 
that it was June, and there were no luxuries out of season. 
A year ago, in March, in their hired house in St, James's 
Square, when the American Ambassador dined with them, 
there had been, to eclipse the freak dinners of fable or 
America, an immense effoid made to induce a couple of 
tame plovers to lay prematurely, and apparently the 
Wagner money had proved too great a temptation. 

But to-night there was no eccentricity, wiser counsels 
having prevailed. Of course, the asparagus was of the 
giant variety, the strawberries forced British Queens, and 
the wines of unexceptionable vintage. The Prince's 
appetite was likewise remarkable, kolos&al, in the language of 
his Fatherland. He even asked, and Loetitia looked upon 
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it as a commanti. ihac one dhh~~<-amrd nith a 
fote gras-^houM be iiaiKlcr! aeain ^ 

if secretly surprised" «hc Ld i v-^ 
apix-tite was a sif^n «f good birih ^ ’ 

After dinner sJie stood at tlie bead of the suiondid u ■ 

for fc oorJl Hr 1 M ,« -n" vi ;''tf ';'" 

=»uki „« be H cr„si. i,i Whhh ii,:,Kr : r 
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■poet; Lord Oictwodc with Sh<t S • *> 
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«qMlingS®'^*ihe v*“ S" w" .;!|'i"''!' 

ices had iLrpald S I, “ "',f' ts. a.ul p„Htigi„,a, 
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^picaousIy^^leSj^ «mt stood out 

ided satin programml Powdered footmen 

Woned. was proSS J tht ««d 

«;e him for Lady litaer 
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in a ribald manner that a bed or sofa would be better 
than a chair for Prince Basil Francis. 

He is somnolent with satiety and champagne. I bet 
you half a dozen pairs of gloves he is asleep before the 
Trio/* 

It was by the Prince's wdsh that the Tschaikowsky 
Trio " was to be played. Lyssons had laughed when 
he heard this, for the intimation of His Highness's wishes 
had come from the impresario who arranged the concert. 
The '' Trio " was the most incongruous item on that 
satin programme, which in itself was even more amazing 
than the distinguished names implied ; not a number 
cost less than three figures, and it was rumoured that 
the Trio " ran into foui“ ! Certainly Steinhault was 
playing, and he had never before been heard in a private 
house in England. 

It was to be performed after supper. This had been 
arranged with the view of keeping the Prince in Stone 
House as long as possible. People would be coming and 
going all the time, and Lcetitia wished that everyone 
should see him there. Here is the programme. Its 
significance will be seen later. 


PART I 

1. Pianoforte Solo Barcarolle Chopin# 

2. Song * * Un bel di vedremo Puccinu 

(Madame Butterfly) 

:LXEBIUS. . 

3. Dance MADAME PALESTRINA. 

(By the courtCvSy of the Manager of the Paladin Theatre.) 




Recitation from 


* La Glu ’ 


Jean Richepin 


MADAME EUNICE DARTAVE. 


I. Sea Pictures 


PART II 

{a) Where Coi'als lie^* 
{b) The Raven*’ 
MADAME JULIE LADD, 


Elgar, 
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■" Trio in A Minor" Tscbaikowsky. 

MM. JACQUES ZElSLICx, PAUL STEINHAULT 
and ISIDOR VESCI. 

3. Song " Si, mi chiamano Mimt " (La BoMme) Puccini. 

MADAME LIEBiUS. 

4. Violin Solo Introduction and Rondo 

Capriccioso Saint-Satns. 

HERR ZEISI.IG. 

Palestrina was the greatest of all Russian dancers. 
Eunice D’Artave had come from Paris for this one engage- 
ment only at a phenomenal fee. The two great canta- 
tiices, Madame Liebius and Madame Julie Ladd had never 
previously sung together at a concert. Zeislig and Vesci, 
incomparable violinist and renowned violoncellist, stood 
alone each in his class. 

Paul Steinhault ! Paul Steinhault is the pianist 
before whom, according to the yery latest audacity in 
musical criticism, Padere\vski is a mere amateur, and 
Rubenstein was but a tinkler on the keys. The whole of 
musical Ijsndon was agog to hear liim, but he had always 
refused to appear in a country that had allowed a Davison 
to malign a Wagner. It is possible he thought the South 
African millionaire was a relative of the Divine Master, 
and that so he was assisting at a great festa of reparation. 
It is also po.ssible that he could not withstand the fee. 

The Prince settled himself in the gilded and cushioned 
chair, and Lady Wagner took her place. IxJside him. Seats 
were found for lesser people ; thex'e was a rustic of pro- 
gramme and silken dresses, with buzzing of talk and 
exclamation. This was to be like no other concert. 

The impresario was, however, the first performer to 
appear. He came on to the platform and made a h'ttle 
speech : 

" Your Highness, Ladies and Gentlemen . . 

. It appeared that Steinhault had not yet arrived. Herr 
. 2^1ig would therefore give the first item. 

, .another minute Zeislig, thickset and plebeian in 
( but smiling and assured, stood before them. 
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How lovingly he adjusted the strings, caressing them 
almost 1 Under his fat, stumpy fingers the music danced 
and sang, cried and laughed lightly. What a genius the 
man was ! The Prince said so, and led the applause. 

Lord Lyssons was not musical, and to-night he could 
think of nothing but Manuella. In truth, she looked 
beautiful ; on her slender girlish neck the lovely-shaped 
head, with its coronal of dark hair, rose gracefully. She 
had little colour, and even her lips seemed pale; but 
without colour her contours seemed more exquisite, the 
small cleft chin, the thin bow mouth, the delicate nose. 
The lashes lay shadowy on her ivory cheeks, underneath 
them her eyes were like storm-haunted pools. 

You canT want to listen ; come away and talk/" 

CanT want to listen 1 Why, it's Zeislig f " 

Manuella loved music; once — a thousand yeai’s ago 
it seemed now — she had wanted to be a great singer. At 
Fontainebleau her singing master said she had a woncler- 
ful voice. It %vas, however, not only because she was 
musical, and wanted to hear, not merely Zeislig, but 
Madame Liebius and Julie Ladd, that she sfi^ed where 
she was. 

An extraordinary shyness of Lord Lyssons had come 
upon her now, she was for ever conscious of him, of , his 
presence in a room, Ms presence in her thoughts ; but 
she evaded the knowledge that was knocking at her 
heart. 

Supper was served at small tables between the two parts 
of the concert. Now everybody was eating lobster in 
aspic, quail or truffled chickens, drinking champagne or 
hock ; there was a rattle of glasses and plates, with the 
hum and buzz of talking. It was perhaps only Waldo 
who noted a man approach and wliisper something in 
Sir Hubert's ear. Manuella was at her father's table with 
the wizened ambassador who stood next to the Prince 
in distinction, and where Manuella- sat or stood, there 
were Lord L 3 ;ssons* eyes. 

Sir Hubert, for once forsaking regime, was eating and 
drinking like an ordinary human being, talking, too, and 
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at ease. But that which was whispered in his ear evidently 
annoyed him ; he frowned and showed impatience. Then 
he spoke to Manuella, who left her chair and tht! room, 
evidently at his request. Waldo followed her ; he had 
not yet sat down to supper. 

“ Anything the matter ?” he asked. 

“ Steinhault has not come, there is no one for the? 
piano, and they don’t know what to do about the Trio. 
You know it was by Prince Basil's special request. I 
am to go up to the artists’ room, to try and arrange 
something. , 

“ By the time the Prince lias finished snppm' I don’t 
believe he will know one tunc from another. Come 
and talk to me instead ; I haven’t had a word with you 
for ages." 

“ Don’t call the Trio a ' tune.’ ’’ .She tried to speak 
flippantly, but her nervousness was apparent, and her 
desire to escape from him. 

‘‘ I’ll cal! it what you like," 

" Let me go, I must do what father wants." 

“ I ani not to have a word, then ? " 

'' After supper ; after I’ve seen what is to be <lone ; 
after 

" I'll take it out of you one day, see if 1 don’t. I’ll 
-talk to you for twenty-four hours without stopping — 
thirty-sk if you are not good." 

He wanted to keep his ann about her waist, and look 
into her eyes when he threatened her, to see tiioin hrighten, 
darken, fall before his own. But there were penspiring 
butlers and hurrying footmen about, and ho released her, 
and returned to the supper-room. His heart was light ; he 
did not think he would have long to wait no%v. They 
were so near to an understanding. At any moment now 
there might leap between them the word, the glance, 
illuminating them to each other. Her very shyness with 
him was indicative of what was happening, that she was 
awaking. Love was a flame, and he might kindle it at 
^y moment. But she was so young, he could hardly 
tfeit she should bum. 
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'' Champagne, my lord ? He found himself sitting in 
her vacant place beside Sir Hubert. 

In a tumbler, and a large piece of ice. Glad to see 
for once that you are indulging/' he said to his future 
father-indaw. 

Sir Hubert surveyed his truffled chicken gloomily. 

'' I expect I shall have to pay for it in the morning/' 
he said. My only possible chance was if my mind had 
been undisturbed whilst I ate and drank. Now comes 
this news. Fin sure I don’t know why Steinliault hasn’t 
come, I gave him his own terms. I shall be ill to-morrow, 
very ill/’ 

Perhaps not* And, if so, it will be in a good cause/' 
Waldo answered cheerfully. I should go a mucker 
if I were you, since you have started — ^lobster, quail, 
peaches, and a bottle or two to top up with. You may 
as well be hung for a Perigord pie as a lamb cutlet, as the 
old proverb says. As for the programme or any altera- 
tion, what’s the odds ? Nobody listens to music after 
supper/’ 

“ The Prince wanted to hear Steinhault and’ ZeisHg 
together/’ Sir Hubert reiterated irritably. “ Manuella 
will have to see that a motor is sent for him/’ 

He was, however, very much inclined to take Lord . . 
Lyssons’ advice, since it was certain he would be ill ^ 
anyway. 

“ I’ve heard that music has sometimes a very extra- 
ordinary effect on the digestion ; they have been making 
experiments — ^you’ve heard about them, I suppose ? ” 

Waldo supped to an obbligato of medical details. 



CHAPTER Vll 


O N the threshold of the artists’ room, leading from 
the great picture-gallery, Manuelia paused. It 
must be remembered that the greater part of her t'outh 
had been passed in Germany, wlaere music has its home, 
is understood, revered, invites and receives homage. 
For a short time, never to be forgotten, she had been en- 
couraged to hope that she, too, might one <iay be an 
artfet. Tremulous days had been hers, for the country 
that music opened to'hcr, wth the langiia,ge that music 
speaks, had ever been enchanted land, Sinci^ childhood's 
days she had heard the voices of fauus ami fairies on 
dappled sward; through swaying trees and sunlight 
Orpheus had played to her intent cai's. Sometimes there 
had been thunder and lightning in that enchanted land, 
and then it was the gods who spokt?. All this was for 
her dreams alone, and never, never had .she voiced it until 
one day, not six months ago, at Fontairuddeau she had 
sung to Monsieur Lausan, who taught only the first class, 
and who had declared that her voice was' wonderful, and 
she must be an artist ! Two months of Monsieur Lausan’s 
teaching, of high hopes and glorious excitement, and then 
the summons home, the imperative peremptory' summons. 
It seemed so long a^ ... so impossible she could have 
ever hoped to be a singer. 

It aE rushed back to her, those exalted days and 
dreams, ks dje stood at the door of the artists' room, 
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almost afraid to enter, Zeislig and Liebins and Vesci 
were there. Something from the past, soma reverence 
or memory, made the intake of her breath quick, and 
she hesitated on the threshold* 

She sa%v Zeislig first — Zeislig, whom she had heard 
in Germany, and idealized, with whom she and all her 
schoolfellows had said they were in love. He had been a 
doctor and then a soldier, they were told, but always a 
genius. She would have liked to make a reverence to 
him ; she hardly dared to look Mm in the face* That 
little fiddle he carried, how she had heard it speak and 
sing 1 There was no one like Zeislig. Again she was in 
that big hall in Dresden ; the girls in their white dresses, 
tier upon tier of silent people, then his figure on the plat- 
form, the awkward figure ; the violin tuning and scraping, 
and then * . . then . * . such music as she had never 
heard, only dreamed ... It was really an obeisance 
she made to Zeislig, and not a formal bow. They 
saw it, those artists, and their hearts went out to 
her. 

At first it seamed as if all who were in the room were 
talking at once, and she could not make out what was 
being said. Zeislig was the calmest ; he was not satisfied 
with one of his strings, and tried it with his finger-nail, 
and then again, testing the strings aH the time the othejKS 
talked. But Isidor Vesci was vociferous and excitable, 
and Flockmann, who had engaged the artists for the 
concert, and represented the firm that had engaged 
them, was Ml of explanations and apologies, and could 
have made matters clear to her if Vesci had not screamed 
him down. 

Zeislig said quickly, as if to himself or his bow : 

But like this they will never make her understand/' 
And although the explanations, half in Italian, and 
all in chorus, rose and rose again, it was a few minutes 
before she knew what had happened ; that Steinhault, 
the great Steinhault, had not only not come, he had 
neither wired, nor written, nor telephoned I Nothing 
had been heard of him since he had accepted the 
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engagement and Flockmann haiJ arranged for Zeislig and 
Vesd to play with him. 

Vesci was gesticulative and violent. He would not 
have played at all at Hick a concert, to such an audience, 
if it had not teen for Steinhault. With Steinhault at 
the piano he would play the Tarhaikowsky Trio here, 
anywhere, and even forego his right to lx* heard in a sob. 
He ignored the fact that he was to have two hundred 
guineas for his complaisance. He .laid dreadful thing.s 
about her fathers guests, who had inoval in their .seats, 
who had even rnsiled their dres-es, when /tiislig was 
playing the jRondo. He wa.s convinced that Stdnliault 
had seen the programme, the indefensible programme, and 
had not come because he rc'sentcd being set down to ojjen 
it; the great Steinhault to commence a millionaire’s 
private concert '. so he abused Flockmann. 

It seemed to Manuella as if everyone in the artists’ 
room was talking at the same moment, and that most 
of them were saying the same thing ; only Zeislig went 
on adjusting his strings, humming a little under his breath. 
And a vulgar American woman — Manuella heard afterwards 
she was Madame Vesci — was saying louder and more 
often than all the rest, that the Trio e<mld not be 
given without Steinhault, that Vesci would not play with 
anyone else. Flockmann suggested this mass or the other 
being sent for-- great pianists, all of them, he said, as 
he shrieked their names at Vesci, ran his hands through 
his dishevelled hair, and was distractedly watching the 
door, always hoping that at the very last minute Steinhault 
would arrive, 

At^the far end of the room there was a grand piano. 
Seated, on the music-stool was a jfoung man who 
touched the keys softly all the time, as Zeislig touched 
his sayhrg nothing. He had accompanied Madame 

liebius in her song. Manuka remembered his head. 
That Was all she had seen of him, although she was 
immcian erough to recognize how fine an accompanist 
llteSame Tiebius had secured ; how gently his fingers 
^ foys, how the piajw supjKjrted her, riang 
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and falling with the voice, just as an accompaniment 
should rise and fall, deepening values, adding richness, 
never obtrusive, always subordinate. 

She had noticed vaguely that it was a fine and massive 
head, crowned with hair the colour of ripened corn. Now, 
but equally vaguely, she was surprised to see how young 
he was, little more than a boy. His small ears lay fiat, 
his shouidea^s were a little bowed, his eyes were on the 
keys, ■ ■ 

She wished all the others were not talking at once* 
Fioclonann and Vesci, ignoring her, were still shouting 
at each other. Only Zeislig played with his fiddle, and 
the young man at the piano touched a note now and again 
in accidental harmony. When the confusion was at its 
height, and she felt her intelligence and capacity drowning 
in the noise, he ceased fingering the piano, and swung 
himself round on the stool. She became conscious he was 
speaking to her, softly, under cover of the noise. 

I saw you in the audience, did I not ? When I was 
playing ‘ tfn lei di vedremo ' ? You love music,..! saw* 
After that I played it for you/' 

“ For me T' 

But, of course* Now 1 want to play the Tschaikowsky 
Trio for you. Will you tell them to cease wrangling 
cease talking, and I will play ? If you would tell them 
that,. , /' 

For the moment she was uncertain how to answer 
him ; she hesitated, not knowing him, nor the etiquette 
of the occasion. 

'' But certainly I can play it/' he said earnestly, mis- 
reading her hesitation. 

As he looked at her she saw that his eyes were blue, 
and in the middle of each of them was a strange light ; 
afterwards she knew it was the light of genius. Even 
now she saw that it was not self-confidence that lit them, 
for that is a small and feeble thing ; they were compelling 
eyes, double-irised, strange. 

“ I can play it for them, no one better ; only Steinhault 
can play it as well as I/' 
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“ But who . . . what , . . what shall I tell them ? ” 

She moved nearer the piano, by now the dispute between 
the two men v,’as hotter and more vociferous and no one 
heeded her, although they knew she was here to assuage it. 

“ Tell them that Harkon iligotti will play the Trio 
with them.” 

“ Will they know . . , will they be satisfied ? ” 

“They will not know, perhaps. Only Madame Liebius 
here knows. But they will be satisfied, completely 
satisfied, I promise it you. Do not be afraid, tell them.” 

" Now ? ” 

“ Yes. Now ! It docs not matter wlial they say ; after- 
wards they will be glad.” 

It was a strange, a. difficult position for her. How 
could she say it, or insist ? /Ynd yet he impressed her with 
his power, with his conviction. He was little more than 
a boy, two or three-and-twentj’ at the most. His face 
was ks smooth as a girl’s, classic iii its fine features and 
sculptured lines. Her hesitation was not shared by him. 

“ Go m. Say it to them,” he urged, smiling at her. 
“ Do not be afraid.” 

“ Herr Zeislig, Signor Vesci.” 

She Jteid up her hand to ask for silence, but she was 
pleading, not commanding, as perhaps she had the right. 
Because she had curtsied low to Zeiaiig, not at all because 
she was her father’s daughter, first Vesci, and then the 
others, gave her the opportunit.y she asked. 

** I want you to allow . . . will you allow this gentle- 
man to play the pianoforte part in the Trio in Herr 
Steinfaault's place ? It is Signor Harston Migotti. . . 

There fell a little doubtful hush over them, and it was 
almost a moment before Vesci repeated the name, and 
Flockraann after him. 

“ Migotti ? ” 

"Migotti?" 

. • ; He did not rise from the stool, but swung lightly on it, 
v';^ facing them. 

I Not ‘Signor,’ I am an Englishman,” he corrected 
i; had made the opportunity, and now he spoke 
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for himself. Since Steinhatilt, who was my master, is 
not here, I will play the Trio, if you care that I shall/^ 
He spoke confidently, and, although he said he was an 
Englishman, there was something foreign in the inflexion 
of his voice. 

It was a difficult, and, in some ways, an embarrassing 
position for the girl. Zeislig looked at her inquiringly, 
then he turned to the boy at the piano. Vesci continued 
to talk fiiiiously, and Flockmann seemed too astonished 
for speech. 

“ I have never heard of you,'’ he said, after a pause. 

Migotti shrugged his shoulders. 

“ No ? ” he said laconically ; and for no apparent 
reason he smiled again at Manuelia, as if she, too, must 
be amused at that, 

“Where have you played? You have never been 
heard. . . 

“ Nevertheless, I can play the Trio.'' 

He rose now, and one saw that the promise of the head 
was not quite carried out by the figure. Like Zeislig's, 
it was a little clumsy, loose, not well-knit, his clothes 
were ill-fitting. 

“ Would I sa}^ it if it were not true ? In ten minutes 
you would know. I will play it, btit only if Herr Zeislig 
and Signor Vesci are content, and Mademoiselle wishes ' 
it/' He was certainly not pleading. “It is for yon I 
will play it," he said again to Manuelia. 

Now it seemed that Zeislig was listening to him. And 
Zeislig, moved one knows not by what impulse- — the girl’s 
doubting eyes, the boy with his Beethoven head, convic- 
tion, indifference, or merety in contradiction of Vesci's 
wife, who continued to scream that only a Steinhault, 
a Paderewski, or a Bauer could play with Vesci — ^said, 
quite laconically, as he took out a new stxing : 

“ Let him play ; I will play with him." 

Vesci’ s face was a study. Flockmann threw up his 
hands. Migotti sat down again on the piano-stool, and 
Zeislig, after another glance at him, continued to tune his 
violin. . 
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extraordinarily eager that he should succeed. Waldo 
was struck by her expression. 

He thought he had never seen her look so, he 
could not find the exact word, but “ exalted " was the 
nearest he could supply. Her eyes were as lamps that 
had been newly-lit. Into her pallor had crept a flush — 
the flush he had seen come sweetly into her cheeks when 
he kissed her. Her lips were a little parted. Expectancy ! 
He' had found the word he wanted, and saw it typified 
in her. She stood quite still and expectant. He wished 
he could have her painted, just like that, but waiting for 
him and not for the music. 

Flockmann appeared first on the pl.atform to arrange 
the chairs. His intention had been to turn rtver the 
leaves for Steinhault ; of course, he would not do that 
for this boy, this Migotti, w'hoever he might be, about 
whom he was doubtful, if not contemptuous. ZeMig, 
carrying his Stradivarius, came in after the ’cello had 
been placed. Vesci, insignificant, apelike in his ugliness, 
took his seat, and drew the big instrument nearer to hint. 
The boy, with no trace of nervousness, follotved the others, 
forgot to bow to the company, took his seat at the piano 
.aji4 began to run his fingers along the keys so naturally, 
so lightly, that Manuella’s an.xiety and fears were sud- 
denly stilled, He was going to give them music— “ the 
ma^c of music." 

Music and love were iaseparable in that wild heart 
which her stepmother said was so ill-regulaictl ; she stood 
within the precincts of an enchanted land ; already the 
scented wind from it was blowing to her. All that evening 
she had been conscious of a strange e,xcitement ; Waldo’s 
breath on her cheek gave her the same thrill as sunlit 
trees,, dancing elves and fairies in dreamland. And now, 
in a moment, as they began to play, her heart was more 
tumultuous ; the sough of the wind in the trees came to 
her, she saw sunlight and shadow glorifying the sward, 
and all the greys and greens were melody. 

to the platform, leaning against the 
cat the end of the bank of flowem. It was not 
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of Harston Migotti she was thinking, the boy at the 
piano, who, when the first movement was finished, forgot 
to acknowledge the plaudits. Lord Lyssons misread her 
expression ; she was listening, it was true, but she 
was unconscious of the performers, not unconscious 
of Waldo’s eyes, although she avoided them. She had 
promised to talk with him after supper ; this music 
was the prelude to their talk, 

Zeislig and Vesci bowed in acknowledgment of the 
applause, but the boy kept Ms place unmoved. He 
had only looked up with that transfiguring light upon 
his face, and smiled into her eyes. Lord Lyssons saw it, 
to Manuella it was quite impersonal. There was no 
question in Migotti’s eyes, only assurance, and a smile was 
about his lips. It is true they were like Beethoven^s— 
welLcut, a little thick, firm in his hairless young face, 
Zeislig looked at him and nodded his head, sajdng a word 
under his breath. 

Now the second movement began, the rich variations 
of the second movement. In the first the violirl had sung 
and danced, and the ’cello had been the wind in the trees ; 
the piano was only then an undercurrent, as moving 
waters lapping, water falling, moving waters that might 
swell to Sood, But in the second part, in those wonderfiit^ 
variations, the piano led the ’cello, and tlie violin was 
only a beam that danced upon the waters ... the air 
changed and changed, but always it was the deep notes 
of the piano that swelled triumphantly, and dominated 
each movement. Now their eyes met, not hers and 
Waldo’s, but the eyes of the boy who played, and the girl 
who listened. And after that it was upon her heart he 
played. She did not know what had happened, nor what 
barriers were ‘ being thrown down. Only that all the 
barriers were down, and there was nothing bet\¥een her 
and music. There w-ere mysteries, and he at the piano 
knew" them. They were falling like water from his 
fingers, and the melody he was pouring into her heart 
was greater than she could bear, and yet she knew she 
could never again- bear to be without it. It was ecstasy, 
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it was passion toro to tatters, it was beyond her strength, 
it was beyond human endurance. And then, when she 
had gone so pale that Waldo, watching, thought she would 
faint, the movement changed again, into meUmclwdy ; 
mdancholy into majesty. The end, the end of evciy- 
thing was coming ; the end of everything had come ; 
his fingers crashed upon the keys. 

There was a moment’s hush before the applause fol- 
lowed. The great picture-gallery was half enipf y now ; 
only those who really cared for music had stayed to Jiear 
the Trio. Prince Basil Fiancis, notwithstanding Lcelitia’.-; 
deference to him, was a ver 3 f minor royalty, and not one 
for whom it was necessarj’’ to wait. They had gone out 
one bj^ one, in pairs and groups, without taki.'ig Ic.-a-e m’ 
their hostess. Those who remained had luien spell- 
bound, not as Manuella was perhaps, but as connois.sems, 
critics. 

Prince Basil Francis forgot both his rank and his 
supper ; he applauded with hands and feet and steJitorian 
thick %’oice. Never had he heard the Trio played like 
that before. Never would it be plaj'ed to him again as 
it was played that night. 

“ Kokssal ! koloss^ ! " he said. " Bravi ! Bravi ! ” 

He rose from his gilded chair ; he called to Zeislig above 
the intei-vening bank of flowers and spoke to liim in 
German. Zeislig put Ixdh his feet together, gave liial 
stiff little bow of his, and answered in the same language. 
Then, great man, great genius that he wiis, ho went back 
a few steps, to the boy at the piano, putting a hand upon 
Ms shoulder, urging him. He was unwilling, but Zeislig 
insisted upon leading him forward. 

” Your Highness, it is he, it is he who played the Trio.” 

Zeislig said it, and Migotti shook his head. The Prince 
spoke in German ; Zeislig again patted Migotti’s shoulder, 
then kissed him — ^kissed him before them all ! But the 
young pianist seemed indifferent to their praise, smiling 
only at Manuella, a little triumphantly. Lord Lyasons 
saw it It w^ as if he would have said : “ It was for you 1 
Waldo surmised the words upon his bps. 

:A' ■ ' ■ ' ■ 



CONCERT PITCH 


87 

They won't stay for anything else/' Waldo said to 
her. The Prince is on the move already. Come 
upstairs/' He put his hand on her arm. I have not 
had that word with you/' 

Not now/' 

She shrank from him, because now, although she had 
no words for it, or formula, she knew that she loved 
him ; that boy had taught it her with his wonderful 
playing. 

/‘You don't want to hear any more, do you? " Lord 
Lyssons asked her. 

No." 

Her head felt light and leather strange, her heart overfull, 
and fearful. But she 'was happy, amazingly happy, and 
softened — ^softened to saying it. Only there was no 
opportunity. Perhaps she could have made one, or he, 
if he had understood. There were departing guests, and 
in that large house it would surely have been possible to 
find solitude. He should have kissed her then, taken 
her in his arms, entered into his kingdom. It was Harston 
Migotti's pia^dng that threw it open to him, but it was his 
for all that, only his. 

"I didn't know you were such a musical enthusiast. 
Was it the music, or the young man with the flowing 
locks ? " he asked her, as they stood at the top of the 
stairs, and the people swept past them toward the cloak- 
room or their carriages. 

" I — I love it." Her voice was low, lips a little 
tremulous, heart wildly fluttering. Loetitia caught sight 
of them, and Intimated that the Prince wished to take 
his leave of Manuella. She curtsied low to him, and then 
it seemed the room and the people were swaying about 
her. 

" My love, the Duchess." 

" Miss Wagner is overthed, I think," Waldo saw 
she had grown very pale, was overcharged with emotion ; 
it was he who obtained her release from her social duties. 

" Run away up to bed, you won't be missed now. 
ril see you in the morning." 
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it was passion tom to tatters, it was beyond her strengtl 
it was beyond Iminan endurance. And then, when sh 
had gone so pale that Waldo, watching, thought she woul 
taint, the movement changed again, into melancholy 
melancholy into majesty. The end, the end of er’crj^ 
thing was coming ; the end of everything had come 
his fingers crashed upon the key.s. 

Theie was a moment’s hu.sh before the apjdause ful 
owed. The great picture-gallery wws half emptr' now 
reafy cared for music had stayed to hea 
he fiio. Irmce Basil Francis, notwithstanding Ltetilia'i 
deference to lum, was a very minor royalty, and not on< 
for whom it was necessary to wait. They had gone uui 
one by one, m pairs and groups, without taking leave o! 
their hostess. Those who remained had been spell- 
bound, not as Manuella was perhaps, but as rruinoinrfem s 
entics. ‘ 

Prince Basil Francis forgot both his rank and his 
sup^r ; he applauded with hands and feet and stentorian 

Jn played like 

that before. Never would it be plaved to him again as 
It was played that night. " 

‘^Kolossal! Mmalf" ho said, “ Bravi ! Bravi ' ” 

He rose from his gilded chair ; lie called to Zei.sjig above 
the intervening bank of flowers and spoke to him i„ 
both his feel together, gave that 
^iff little bow of his, and answered in the same language. 

Jinn. He was unwilling, hut Zeisik 

insisted upon leading him forward. ^ 

Your Highness, it is he, it is he who played the Trio *' 

K li Geman, Zeishg again patted Migotti's shoulder, 
then kis^d_ him-— kissed him before them all! But the 

01^ at Manuella, a httle tnumphantiy. Lord LvssonS 

Sti’ »' ^ said It was for^ ^'ou 1 

surmised the words upon his lips* 
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“ They won't stay for anything else/' Waldo said to 
her. '' The Prince is on the move already. Come 
upstairs." He put his hand on her arm. " I have not 
had that word with you." 

Not now." 

She shrank from him., because now, although she had 
no words for it, or formula, she knew that she loved 
him ; that boy had taught it her vith his wonderful 
playing. 

‘'You don't want to hear any more, do you? " Lord 
L5?'ssons asked her. 

“ No." 

Her head felt light and rather strange, her heart overfull, 
and fearful. But she was happy, amazingly happy, and 
softened — softened to saying it. Only there was no 
opportunity. Perhaps she could have made one, or he, 
if he had understood. There were departing guests, and 
in that large house it would surely have been possible to 
find solitude. He should have kissed her then, taken 
her in his arms, entered into his kingdom. It was Harston 
Migotti's playing that threw it open to him, but it was his 
for all that, only his, 

" I didn't know you were such a musical enthusiast.:, 
Was it the music, or the young man with the flowing 
locks ? " he asked her, as they stood at the top of the 
stairs, and the people swept past them toward the cloak- 
room or their carriages. 



I T was from that night all the nihnndersiandings 
dated, although they came about gradually and 
without natural sequence. 

Lord Lyssons made his formal proposal the next day ; 
it was difficult to say what urged him to do it at that 
particular moment. Perhaps he thought he could woo 
her better as her fiancd than as merely rni aspirant to her 
hand ; perhaps he wanted to free himself and her from 
I^oetitia ; perhaps, although it seemed incredible, he 
•really thought she was attracted by the young musician, 
ahd so wished to make himself secure. In any case, he 
had an interview’ with Sir Hubert Wagner, was accepted, 
and the lawyers set to work. 

Instead of being more, they wore less, together : they 
were hardly ever alone. Tretusseau intervened and 
dressmakers ; it was worse lhan l>efore the presentation. 
Every hour seemed to be occupied. Manuella was for 
ever dressing and undressing, being tried on, interviewed, 
seeing fresh people, corseithes, women with boxes of lace 
and embroidered underwear, perspiring furriers in white 
smocks, tailors with pins in their mouths and chdk m 
their pockets. There. was no talk, no leisure; the days 
came and were gone, leaving on their ebb-tide rich things 
which neither of them wanted. Wedding invitations 
,had been sent out, and gorgeous presents arrived daily. 
(IcHt^.^Bscriptioiis of her trousseau were in all the 
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papers; the Daily Mail and the Daily Mirror and the 
weekly press vied with each other in their accounts of 
the famous Lyssons' sapphires that ware being resets of 
the priceless Russian sable coat Sir Hubert was giving 
his daughter, of the parure of diamonds from Cartier that 
was her stepmother's gift. The public interest was 
supposed to be divided between the particulars of all 
this magnificence, and stories and portraits of the starving 
children of the coal miners, who were again on strike. 
Equal journalistic space was given to both. 

Outwardly, Manuella was uncertain in temper, shy 
when with her lover, or flippant. Within, she was dis- 
traught, fearful, trembling. She was living in dreamland, 
or cloudland, with rare moments of exquisite happiness 
and reactions. She could not believe in what had come 
to her ; she shrank from the dazzling splendour of love* 
Waldo, too, was living on surfaces, whimsical, witty, or 
merely frivolous. He loved her ^ enough to vrish she 
should not know how great was his love, at least, not 
yet. His own nights \vere sleepless, or filled with snatches 
of short, unrestful sleep. He was on fue with her, but 
he did not wish that she should burn. Not yet. In six 
weeks, four weeks, three weeks, she would be his, to teach- 
and assuage, to love all he would. He was sorry for her 
because he was going to teach her love, exquisitely tender 
in his thoughts, a true and passionate lover. 

Mammlla fhnse fWf^rfn]] and restless 
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Palace garden-party, i^atwrallj’ Lady Wagner would not 
raiss such a lunctioii, and Manueila would of course 
accompany her. Lord Lyssoiis suggested at lunch-time 
that it might prove fatiguing, but Loetitia overruled his 
objections. The frock of Iroderie angluise, the large leg- 
horn hat with the pink ostrich feathers, were eminently 
suitable lor the occasion, and Manueila left the lunch 
table to don them- 

Lady Wagner was already arrayed in lavender silk. 
Sir Hubert, for once evading tire city, was cenning home 
to accompany them. At four o'clock punctually he 
appealed in the g»eat liali in all the glory of his grey 
frock-coat and white waistcoat, grey trousers and w'hite 
spats. In the backgi'ound his valet held the shining hat 
and gold-mounted .stick. The motor jiufied at the open 
door. 

At the very last moment Manueila’s French maid came 
running down to say that when Miss Wagner was fully 
dressed, not five minute.s ago, in fact, she had been taken 
ill— fainted 1 She was already better, but it was im- 
possible she should accompany them. She had bidden 
her say it was nothing. By the evening she would be 
well again, but for this afternoon she begged they would 
excuse her. 

Sir Hubert was for summoning a doctor. We suggtsted 
that either he or Lady Wagner should go upstairs itj see 
the girl. He was sure .she must have eaten something that 
had disagreed with her. He went over the lunch menu, and 
questioned the maid as to her symptoms In a waj' i.ady 
Wagner considered somewhat gross. He strongly recom- 
mended bi-carbonate of soda. Lady Wagner glanced at 
the Buhl clock, hestated, then decided to restrain her 
step-raatemal anxiety until the evening. It was certain 
the Queen would miss them if they were not at the garden- 
party, and one could not disappoint Royalty. Lady 
Wa^er was quite genuine in her belief that they would be 
miBsed. 

T^ Miss Wagner that I will see her immediately we 
' in the meantime the quieter she keeps the better. 
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Darken the room, do not disturb her until five. Then 
you might take her a cup of tea and the bi-carbonate of 
soda Sir Hubert suggests.” 

Lcetitia was nothing if not precise. She gave her 
instructions, exhibiting sufticient solicitude. The mauve 
costume, accompanied hy the frock-coat and white waist- 
coat, drove off, and Claire repaired to the servants' -hall, 
or the housekeeper's-room, to refresh herself after the 
fright her young mistress had given her. 

“ I thought she had died in my arms. She was white 
like a sheet, and so cold. ...” 

In the servants' -hall they gossiped about the marriage, 
and it was agreed that the Earl was too old for lii$ bride, 
and not .sufficiently attentive. 

Manuelia's room was not darkened, and the cup of tea 
was never brought to her. The household relaxed when 
the door closed behind master and mistress. 

As there was no one with the girl, and she was given 
no remedies, she recovered quickly from her faint. She 
took off her hat, letting clowm her hair to relieve the weight 
upon her head, rolling it up again presently in a simpler, 
fashion. It became her better this way, but she did not’ 
think of that. She did not think at all, she was incapable 
of thought. She sat for a little while at the open window 
of her bedroom, and then v^ent downstairs. She was 
shaky and pale after her attack of faintness, and there 
was a singing in her ears. The sitiiging in hex ears pre- 
sently resolved itself into melody, a haunting strain, 
something of which she must rid herself, to which she 
must give expression. 

There was no piano in her own sitting-room, and she 
wandered down to the music room. Of course the melody 
that was haunting her was from the second movement 
of the Trio. How wonderfull}^" the young pianist had 
dominated it— an interesting boy. Quite idly she 
wondered what had become of him, and where he \vas 
playing. If it had not been for him she would not have 
known what was the feeling she had for Lord Lyssoos. 
Music and love were one with her ; her love had had no 
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Palace garden-party. ISaturally Lady Wagner would not 
miss such a function, and Manuella would of course 
accompany her. Lord Lyssons suggested at lunch-time 
that it might prove fatiguing, but Lcetitia overruled Ids 
objections. The frock of hroderie anglaisc, the large leg- 
horn hat with the pink ostrich feathers, were eminently 
suitable for the occasion, and Manuella left the lunch 
table to don them. 

Lady Wagner was alreadj' arrayed in lavender silk. 
Sir Hubert, for once evading tlie city, was coming home 
to accompany them. At four o’ck)ck punctually he 
appeared in the great hall in all the glory of his grey 
frock-coat and white w'aistcoat, grey trousers and white 
spats. In the background his valet held tlie sinning hat 
and gold-mounted stick. The motor puffed at the o|>en 
door. 

At the very last moment Manuella’s French maid came 
running down to say that when Miss Wagner was fully 
dressed, not five minutes ago, in fact, she iiad been taken 
ill — fainted ! She was already better, but it was im- 
possible she should accompany them She had bidden 
her say it was nothing. By the evening she would be 
well again, but for this afternoon she begged they would 
excuse her. 

Sir Hubert was for summoning a doctor. He suggested 
that either he or Lady Wagner should go upstairs to sec 
the girl. He w'assure she must have eaten something that 
liad disagreed with her. He went over the imirh menu, and 
questioned the maid as to her symptoms in a way Lady 
Wagner considered somewhat gross. He strongly recom- 
mended bi-carbonate of soda. Lady Wagner glanced at 
the Buhl dock, hesitated, then decided to restrain her 
step-maternal anxiety until the evening. It was certain 
the Queen would miss them if they were not at the garden- 
party, and one could not disappoint Royalty. Lady 
, Ws^er was quite genuine in her l^ef that they would be 

■ Miss Wagner that I will see her immediately we 

. ; la the meantime the quieter she keeps the better. 
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Darken the room, do not disturb her until five. Then 
you might take her a cup of tea and the bi'-carbonate of 
soda Sir Hubert suggests.” 

Loetitia . was • nothing if not precise. She , gave,- Tier';, 
instructions, exhibiting sufficient solicitude. The mauve 
costume, accompanied by the frock-coat and white waist- 
coat, drove off, and Claire repaired to the servants* -hall, 
or the housekeeper’ s-rooni, to refresh herself after the 
fright her young mistress had given her. 

” I thought she had died in my arms. She was white 
like a sheet, and so cold. . , 

In the servants’ -hall they gossiped about the marriage, 
and it was agreed that the Earl was too old for his bride, 
and not sufficiently attentive. 

Manuella’s room was not darkened, and the cup of tea 
w^as never brought to her. The household relaxed when 
the door closed behind master and mistress. 

As tliere was no one with the girl, and she was given 
no remedies, she recovered quickly from her faint. She 
took off her hat, letting down her hair to relieve the weight 
upon her head, rolling it up again presently in a simpler 
fashion. It became her better this wa}^ but she did not ' 
think of that. She did not think at all, she was incapable 
of thought. She sat for a little while at the open window 
of her bedroom, and then went downstairs. She was 
shaky and pale after her attack of faintness, and there ^ 
was a singing in her ears. The singing in her ears pre- 
sentty i'esoived itself into melody, a haunting strain, 
something of w^hicli she must rid herself, to which she 
';must'.;give^::expressioh.--^ ' 

There was no piano in her own sitting-room, and she 
wandered down to the music room. Of course the melody 
that was haunting her was from the second movement 
of the Trio. How wonderfully the young pianist had 
dominated it — an interesting Quite idly she 

w'ondered what had become of Mm, and wheie he was 
playing. If it had not been for him she would not have 
known what was the feeling she had for Lord Lyssons. 
Music and love were one with her ; her love had had no 
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expression, it was imprisoned and stifled within her, 
making her pulses and her breath irregular. She wanted 
to tell Waldo, but slie had never told him ; he had never 
asked her if she cared for him. It seemed impossible 
that in three weeks they would be married ! The blood 
rushed into her face when she remembered it. Then she 
began to play. She would have sung, there was song in 
her heart, but her uneven pulses shook her voice. 

It was an untrained underfootman who played Provi- 
dence or Improvidence, the part for which he was cast 
in the drama of her stor}^ The paid would never have 
fallen to him but for the la.xity that fell upon the estab- 
lishment in the absence of master and mistress. 

" If you please, miss. ...” 

The butler may have been at his bookmaker’s, the first 
footman pursuing Claire in the servants’-hall, the second 
footman waiting on the major-domo. This Deus ex 
machina was new to high service, a mere tyro translated 
from buttons. That he had seen Miss Wagner descend 
the stairs, and therefore knew she was at home was not 
legitimate knowledge, and he ought to have concealed 
it. To answei: the door-bell at all was encroacliing on 
another's duty. That when a bell rings it must be 
answered, he may have learned in Kensington or Bays- 
water. Having answered it, he ought to liave known 
Lady Wagner was out, anil Miss Wagner not receiving. 
His address was out of scale with the liousehold to wluch 
he had the honour of being affiliated. 

If you please, miss, it’s one of the gentlemen who 
was here the other night. He asked if you was at home, 
and I said you had just gone into the music-room.” 

Her surprised eyes told Mm he had bungled in some 
way ; he fled before the consciousness of mistake, washing 
Ms hands of the incident, covering it up by flight, trusting 
only that it might not come to Mh. Jenkins' knowledge — 

. BSr, Jenkins being the butler, and not above boxing Ms 
ero. He meant no harm; he sinned in ignorance. 

He. had led the way, and Harston Migotti followed Mm, 
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But I interrupt you . , , you are playing/' He halted 
at the door. 

Of course she stopped playing and rose. She was 
surprised to see him, but she remembered .him quite well ; 
she had even been thinking of liim, and of his wonderful 
playing, and told liim so in that reprehensively impulsh^e 
WBy of hers. 

She was deficient in the social sense ; her stepmother 
was quite right. When he said that he had not knowai 
if he ought to call, but he wanted so much to see her again, 
to thank her, she neither rebuked him for his pre- 
sumptuousness, nor dismissed Mm quickly with an easily 
invented excuse. She began at once to talk music to 
liim, since she knew he was a tnie musician. She spoke 
enthusiastically of Zeislig and Madame Liebius, and was 
interested to hear that the great contralto was related to 
Mm, He was easy to talk to, simple and candid. She 
was glad to be free from her thoughts and emotions for a 
wMie. I am not a pianist/' he said, when she questioned 
him, '' although I was \wth Steinliault. I am a composer/* 

She had never met a composer, and wanted to know 
how his music came to him. It did not seem vanity 
when he answered that it came the same way as to ail the ' 
great masters. He spoke of a symphony that lie had 
written when he was fourteen, and compared himself 
with Mozart. 

But in many ways, in most ways, I am like your 
namesake, '.'■’like: ,the';;great -Richard: wiiting' 

now an opera, and the libretto also/' 

With very little persuasion he played her a mor’^e- 
ment from the Introduction, then he repeated the leii 
motif. It was really beautiful and striking, original and 
even haunting, and, of course, she told him so. 

I want to hear more of it. When can I hear more 
of it ? 

He was flattered, pleased. Already, on the night of 
the concert, he had thought her the most beautiful girl 
he had ever seen. This afternoon with the languor from 
her faint, her hair loose, listening to his music, she was 
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no less so. He called Wniself an Englishman, but he had 
had an Italian mother, who, as he told Manuella later on, 
had “ lost everything for love.'' 

He permitted Idmself to fall in love now, although he 
knew Jffiss Wagner was fiancfe, and not for him in any 
case. He played her the p'eat song from the secoiid act 
of his opera — a passionate invocation. 

" I wish I could sing it,” she exclaimed, and told him 
that once she had wished to be an opera singer. 

” But why not ? I am sure you tan sing my music.” 
He encouraged her, struck the notes singly, and then left 
off to tell her how it had omie to him, and tlial it was a 
great English o]jera he was writing ; the subjt'ct was 
Boadicea and the Rojnan comjuert of Britain. No, it 
was not like .Vorjxa, nor that other opera called Bnatiicea, 
it was an expression of raiv and national character in wild 
forest land unreclaimed, it was easy to set! that his 
belief in his creation was supreme. 

She found his conversation fascinating; it Jed her into 
another world, one more congenial to hc.-r than this pro.saic 
one. It was the world in which she had dwedt in her 
Childhood’s dreams, 

Harston Migotti had been a “ %voniler child ” like 
Mozart — an infant pro<lig 3 ". years with Stcinhault 
had perhaps subdued him a little : but, now in England, 
and writing his fimt - opera, life geniits and egotism were 
magnetic. He c.aftied the girl right out of hersdf. He 
was a boy on the threshold of a wonderful life. He liim- 
self told her of the wonders, dwelling on them, holding 
her imagination captive. 

For the moment she almost forgot what it was that 
would make her own life equally wonderful. It had never 
been spoken. She thought whilst he was speaking that, 
in contrast to his, her life would be dull, flat, spent at 
dinners and garden-parties, in fine clothes, artificially 
smiling, perhaps, like her stepmother. Not in writing 
great music, or playing and singing it. What a life this 
inspired boy had before him 1 She hdd her breath whilst 
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Manuella, in her muslin embroidered frock that had 
been donned for the royal garden-party, her pallor, her 
dark eyes with their long, thick lashes, her mouth 
like a bow, her cleft chin, listening, listening to him as 
he painted that great future of Ms, impelled him to greater 
effort. It was quite involuntarily, and really because 
he had that great belief in himself that set him apart from 
other men or boys, that he exclaimed : 

** But what a pity you wall marry 1 '' 

Wlien her pallor warmed she was even lovelier. He 
meant what a pity it was that she should marry Lord 
Lyssons. She was fit to be his own bride ; every moment 
Ms feeling for her intensified ; he knew already that he 
was falling deeply in love with her. But she understood 
him to mean that it was a pity she should marry instead 
of becoming a singer, and she answered soberly. 

'' I don't suppose my voice is really any good. I have 
hardly sung since I left school." 

She rang for tea presently. Why not, since it was tea * 
time, and he w^as here ? , ‘ 

The butler must have been still at his bookmaker's, 
but the first footman was equal to Ms responsibilities. 
He sirpposcd, if he supposed anything at all, that the 
music for her w-edding was being arranged. He played 
the accordion himself in Ms leisure hours, and therefore 
knew the importance of music. He was able to report' 
to Claire that her young lady looked better, she had quite., 
a colour in her cheeks ; '' rare and handsome she looked : 
like mistress like maid/' He was quite an eloquent jSrst 
footman. 

Harston Migotti di“ank his tea like an ordinary young 
man, talking all the time, eating as much cake as there 
was in the basket, and finishing all the bread and 
butter. 

There was really little to excite Lcetitia's horrified 
exclamation w^^hen she came in from the garden-party, 
and heard that her stepdaughter had recovered from her 
faint, and was in the music-room '' having tea with one of 
the gentlemen who played atSthe concert." Many tMngs 



objected to his presence. He thoutrhi 
already understood that he hsc 

»!« did S® w • t s; z, tfcSt'f ” 

"I Sri";? V n r 

i wiii come again soon. 

sh2k of iShi^r"® Hoovered from the 

igaiiist her steDiimthfit* '^^^dignation 



L ady WAGNER had, of course, legitimate grounds 
for being annoyed. She and Sir Hubert had 
walked in the grounds of Marlborough House almost 
unnoticed, unnoticed, that is, by the Royalties whom 
they had feared to disappoint. It was also iiiost vexatious 
to find so many of their old acquaintances in the grounds 
and in the tents, people whom they would not welcome 
in Stone House. Lady Wagner thought ^ the Royal 
Family wanting in discrimination, but conk>led herself 
with the reflection that they were influenced by a Liberal 
Government, and that it was the Lord Xhamberlain who 
was responsible for sending out the invitations. Lord 
Lyssons, who was on the watch for them, sympathized 
with her vexation, and confirmed her explanation. He 
said gravely that there was no doubt the indiscriminate 
hospitality that was being dispensed was directly due 
to Lloyd George's dictatorship. 

But having fooled Lcetitia to the top of her bent, and 
waited to hear why Manuelia was not there, he showed 
himself more anxious than the occasion warranted. At 
least, so Lcetitia told him with ponderous playfulness. 
He declined altogether to accept Sir Hubert's diagnosis 
of indigestion. ' Hitherto he had hardly been a person, 
only an alliance, and Lady Wagner had only disliked him 
vaguely; but this afternoon she thought liim wanting 
not only in taste but in tact. 
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" She has been looking seedy for a long time. She 
ought to have seen a doctor. We mustn't w-ait any 
longer.” 

" My dear Waldo/' Lcetitia spoke quite gently, although 
she was annoyed, “ Don’t you think that I am the best 
judge of whether or not Manuclla requires medical atten- 
tion ? We mothers are very obsei-xunt . . - ” It was the 
bland and soothing answer that should have turned away 
wrath. 

” Quite true. But Manuella’s mother has been dead 
for so many years that one cannot blame her for inatten- 
tion. You, now', you have so many engagements; you 
are so occupied, w'ortliily occupied, it is impossible you 
should have noticed that Manuella has grown very thin, 
that her colour comes and goes easily. ...” With an 
effort he made his voice indifferent. " TJiink of her as 
she was w'hen she fu'st came home." Then he took it 
more lightly, “ I am only mairying half , the girl to 
whom. I proposed. I am being palpably defrauded." 

” I shordd not have been at all pleased to see Manuella 
grow stout. Her father would not have approved ; if is 
,a tendency with Spanish women. You know Mamiclla’s 
mother a Spaniard. Slenderness is so much more 
refined, arad it is>9*he vogue.” 

” I do^t fancy standing up at the altar with a 
skeleton,'*' 

The/ sense of humour had been left out of Lcetitia ’s 
fashioning. 

” My dear boy, you exaggerate things,” she expostulated. 
” Of course, your anxiety does you credit,” She became 
arch and gave a little pat to his arm, "It is always 
an .agitating period in a girl's life ; you must make allow- 
ance for Manuella. She is very young. We must not 
encourage her to think herself delicate. After the 
fourteenth. ...” 

“As she did not wait till after the fourteenth to 
have a fainting fit, perhafs it is a pity to wait until then 
. for hra: to see a doctor." 

, ’ lady Wagner wanted to walk on ; she saw a Duchess, 
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and she disliked argument. But Sir Hubert lingered, 
and said iixesolutely : 

'' I think, my dear, perhaps Waldo is right. Sir William, 
now. . . 

'' No ! No ! Not that old windbag ! I beg pardon, sir, 
I forgot you believed in him, that he attended you. 
But for Manuella, someone younger, less, shall we say 
less eminent, would be better.^’ 

Lady Wagner went as far as she thought advisable in 
opposition, even further. She had, of course, noticed that 
Manuella looked ill since her engagement with the Duke 
had been broken off. But, of course, that had been en- 
tirely her own fault. Lady Wagner w^as tired of the girl, 
of the consequence her affairs were assuming. She wanted 
to get the wedding over and Manuella out of the way as 
quickly as possible. She would find it so much more 
agreeable to speak of '' our daughter, the Countess of 
Lyssons,'" than of her as am inmate of Stone House, 
monopolizing attention.. It was '‘just like the girl to 
faint so inconveniently, to like, a fuss being made about 
her/' 

Loetitia was angry, but neither her angef" nor her 
obstinacy was proof against Waldo's gisiste^’e. When 
he saw them to the. motor the last thing he sai^^was : 

" Then 111 go now and arrange for Shorter T¥-see her/^ 
I suppose 3^011 must have yom own way» . /' . 

This smile was not " pleasmg '' ; Lcetitia shoWed all 
her teeth, it was more like a snarl. 


. This was a bad prelude to the return home, finding the 
girl " closeted with a strange musician.'' Lcetitia had 
fully intended drawing Maniieila's attention to Lord 
Lyssons' evident dissatisfaction with her appearance and 
manner. She thought it possible that she could put the 
matter before her in such a way that Manuella would 
herself refuse to. see a doctor, and assert that she was 
quite well. Lady Wagner was averse to the idea of 
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medical interference, also of Ixjing coerced or contra- 
dicted. She foresaw that even more attention would be 
devoted to the girl ; it was possible a suggestion might 
be made of postponing the marriage. There is little 
doubt she wcaild have succeeded in her scheme, but 
unfortunately, to use again Lmtitia’s words : 

“ Because I was astonished at finding her entnrtainuig 
this young man, on ititimate terms with hira — he was 
even kissing her hands — .she put herself in an ungovern- 
able temper. ...” 

The result was another fainting fit, in the mid.st of 
which Waldo walked in, unannounced, and received the 
foregoing e-vplanation. 

He hardly li.stencd to it at the time ; if he was con.sc.ious 
of a dull ache he put it down to Manuella’s white rigidity, 
and his uneasiness about her health. He gathered there 
had been a scene, because Manueila had not stopped at 
home alone, but had received a yonng man. He knew 
.well enough what young man it was she had received, 
althorrgh he put away the thought of it for another time. 
Now he was only anxious to get a.ssistance for her. 

She recovered consciousness within a few mliiute.s, and 
was understood to say she was all right again, was able 
to go up-stairs alone, and wanted no help. Lord Lyssons 
put a steadying arm about her, and Lcetitia improved 
the occasion as the lift mounted. 

” If you had only been guided by me aiul remainecl in 
■your own room. But, of course, if you had an appoint- 
ment with Mr. Migotli— — ” Manueila did not contradict 
this, and Waldo noticed the omission. 

When she got to her own room she begged them to 
leave her alone. “ I am really all right,” she said. 

" ru get Shorter to come at once,” Waldo told Lcetitia, 
‘'lam sure that is the best thing to do.” 

“ You must not be alarmed. She works herself up 
into this condition, her temper is so unfortunate. . . 

He was out of the house before she finished her sentence. 
'p} Lcetitia sa'w there was no ■use in opposing him. It 
he easy to explain to the doctor when be came that 
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Manuella had always been hysterical and difficult to 
manage, that no fuss should be made about her — no 
unnecessary fuss. 

Her task might have been easy with any other physi- 
cian than Tom Shorter. She would have persuaded him 
to diagnose the “ excitement of the coming wedding/' 
prescribe bi^omide, and tide them over the next three 
weeks. Then Manuella would be Lord Lyssons' responsi- 
bility, and no longer hers. 

Lady Wagner went into the smaller drawing-room when 
she heard the doctor had arrived, in all the panoply of her 
motherhood, still in her mauve garden-party costume, ^ 
prepared to command the situation. 

Dr. Shorter was a little man, but he was a little man with 
a big head, and an even bigger personality. Lady Wagner "" 
bowed to him condescendingly as Waldo named them to 
each other, and began at once : 

“ I hope you will say you have been sent for under 
false pretences, Dr. Shorter." Her smile was artificial^ * , 
and her voice, to a trained observer, showed. resentment.' ‘ 

‘‘ But our bridegroom here " — ^now she was recovering 
herself and displaying pleasantry— ‘ could not accept 
my assurances, would not believe in a mother's’ instinct." 

“ Where is the patient ? Vm afraid I've%ot much 
time to spare." Dr. Shorter was not in the least impressed 
by the hotise or Lady Wagner, and he was too impatient 
to listen to her periods. 

Lady Wagner was not used to being interrupted when 
vShe spoke. 

“ I think before you see her I must tell you something 
of the circumstances. ..." 

“ Is the girl here ? " 

She is upstairs, lying down, fully conscious, quite 
recovered from a slight faintness. I am sure it was 
unnecessary to trouble you, but Lord Lyssons was so 
urgent. If I tell you the symptoms, and you write a 
prescription for, shall we say, a little bromide? I am 
sure, doctor, you agree with me that bromide is the drug 
for these hysterical cases. . . /' 


■M 



CONCERT PITCH 


He had already summed her up. Not knowitig the 
relationship, he hoped for Waldo’s sake that mother and 
daughter were of different calibre. He and Waldo were 
old friends. He hated having been called here from his 
work, and wished the w’oman would leave off talking 
and let him see the girl, since it was for that he had come. 
For himself, he wanted to get through with his visit, and 
go on to one much moi'e interesting ; an out-paticnl of his 
hospital, to whom he had given an appointment at his 
own house, a man with an obscure and really interesting 
complaint, who.se case he had been investigating for 
days. ; 

But Lady Wagner was not to be hurried. 

“ It is, as I have already told his lordship, a little 
hysteria, or nervous debility, from which she is suffering. 
I am sure you will agree it is not at all strange under the 
circumstances. In my younger daj^s we should have 
given valerian, but now I think bromide is the more 
fashionable ? ” She turned archly to Lord Lyssons : 

" You see, I am not wholly ignorant of medicine.’' 

" His lordship 1 Oh, Waldo ! Well t Can I go up 
to her 

“ I s^. S?ou are quite impatient.” 

She gave one of her pleasing smiles, and Dr. Shorter 
wondered quite suddenly, and inconsequently, how she 
would look without her flesh. If her teeth were her ovoi 
hers might be quite a presentable skull He lost the next 
sentence or two, but heard : 

" She must be quite well, you kno%v, for the fourteenth.” 
Lcetitia was quite playful about that, and he thought her 
even a greater fool than she was. “ 1 am sure you can 
do it if you try. You look so clever.” 

He seemed an extraordinary pei-son, with no sense of 
social values. Yet he had spokezr of Lord Lys.sons as 
“Waldo.” There was no end to the inconsistencies of 
the Upper Ten. It was the only one of their traits she 
had not been able to inSitate. She herself was thoroughly 
consistent. 

, , “-You don’t mind if I don’t come up with you } ” 
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“ Oh, no, thank you ; I would much rather see her 
alone/* 

A maid showed him upstairs to his patient. 

Dr. Shorter, although he was insignificant from Lady 
Wagner*s point of view, was really a remarkable person. 
He was a scientist, but also a humanitarian, a strange 
combination of gifts, and one responsible for the unique 
position he held. He had considerably more work than 
he could do at a time when most men of his age — ^he 
was not yet forty — are still engaged in wondering how 
and when, advertisement being forbidden them, they are 
to get patients to their consulting-rooms. But every 
patient that came to Dr. Shorter became an advertisement 
for him. 

He was one of those men of whom there are rarely more 
than one in each generation, to whom his profession is 
at once a passion and a privilege. He lived to heal the 
sick. 

When he entered her bedroom he saw that the girl, 
almost a child, who made a startled effort to rise, was sick. 
Of this he had no doubt. He forgot the man with the 
interesting kidney who was waiting for him, and ail his 
appointments. So this was Waldo* s fiancee — ^ihe .daughter 
of that dreadful woman downstairs 1 / 

With her thick hak in two plaits, the open ni^tgown 
showing her immaturity, she looked even less than her ' 
age. She needed help and he had no doubt he could 
give it to her. That he misapprehended the circumstances 
was not w^onderful. He knew about the Inland Revenue 
and Waldo*s financial embarrassments. 

Manuella had not heard she was to see a doctor ; she 
sprang up in bed and would have remonstrated. She 
had a fearful headache, and only wished to be left 
alone, Dr. Shorter soon reassured her, bidding her lie 
still. . Then he sat down by her side. 

She said quickly she didn’t want to lie down ; she 
wasn*t ill. 

Of course you are not. Who said you were ? You 
are quite well, and you are quite happy too ? ** 
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She made no answer. 

He had his hand on her pulse. 

“ Of course you are ; so you oiiglit to bt\ All young 
things ought to be happy, although they ought not to cry 
about it. You are not crying ? I wonder how I made 
snch a mistake ! 

Whilst he was talking lie felt her pulse, sSounded her 
lungs, listened to her heart, made her lie back again, 
asking her one (.)r two more questions. 

Then, almost before she knew, under his skilful and 
sympathetic questioning, slie was telling him of her 
constant' sense of strangeness and urirealit5% the feeling 
of unsubstantiality in the figures about her, tlie uneasy 
nights, the days without appetite, the daj-s when appetite 
would hardly be satisfied. 

It would have been eas}^ to label it hj^steria, but it was 
not Dr. Shorterks way to take these easy paths. Physi- 
cians of the newest school would have taken a drop of 
the ghfs blood, made a culture, and retunmd with a 
definite diagnosis of anieinia. And they would have been 
technically right* Dr. Shorter, acknowledging the 
hysterical symptoms, and admitting the anaamia, iooked 
beyond both for the cause of either* lie talked to her, 
leading. her to talk to him, slaying with her for nearly an 
hour. *At the end of that time he knew more about her 
physkai condition than any number of analyses would 
have' given him. He wrote no prescription, gave her 
neither instructions nor advice. She was tc^ be inanied 
in less than three weeks* time ! The woman downstairs 
had burned her into it. She was altogether too young, 
to say iiotiung of her being obviously anssmic, with an 
irregular pulse. 

'' You are' not eighteen yet ? ** he asked her. 

No, not until October.** 

** And are you so much in love with Waldo that you 
could not wait V 

It was true the colour came and went fitfully, unevenly. 
Now .she gave him a hurried look, and the flush 'swept 
ficpm.brow to chim 
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'' Did he say so ? she asked, then turned her head 
away and hid it in the pillow. 

She was too young, little more than a child. This 
was her principal ailment, and there was only one way 
to cure it. 

He saw quickly, with that wide, clear vision of his, 
that this was not a commonplace flower of a girl, who could 
be uprooted with impunity at such a critical moment in 
her growth. There was something rare and exotic in the 
fragrance of her youth. But it would wither, there could 
be no blossom from it under the treatment she was re- 
ceiving, He did not divine into how rich and congenial 
a soil the transplantation would have been. He knew 
Waldo only as a hunter of big game, a humorist, not as a 
tender and considerate lover. 

Dr. Shorter did not see Lady Wagner again. She had 
dressed and gone out to dinner. He left a note for her — 
an absurd and inconsiderate note, as Lady ^Vagner 
exclaimed when she read it : 

‘‘ Madam, 

‘‘ I find 3^our daughter anaemic and in bad 
condition generally. The marriage should be postponed 
at least three, perhaps six months, possibly ..a, year. 
She must keep early hours, eat plain food, be in the open 
air six to eight hours a day, sleep in it if possible. ^ She 
does not require any drugs. As soon as her strength 
permits she should have regular and ordered exercise. 
I am reporting also to Lord Lyssons. 

Sincerely, 

Tom Shorter/' 


Lady Wagner was justly indignant with this letter ; 
it was a bomb-shell cast into all her preparations, her 
summer arrangements. She only received it when she 
came home late that night, and it made her so angry 
that she had to take bromide herself to induce sleep. 

At fii\st, when she woke the next morning, she thought 
she would take no notice of the letter at all, but go straight 
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She made no answer. 

He had his hand on her pulse. 

Of course you are ; so you ought to be. All young 
things ought to be happy, afthough they ought not to cry 
about it. You are hot crying ? I wonder how I made 
such a mistake ! ’’ 

Whilst he was talking he felt her pulse, sounded iier 
lungs, listened to her heart, made her lie back again, 
asking her one or two more questions. 

Then, almost before she knew, under his skilful and 
syinpatiietic questioning, she was toiling him of her 
constant sense of strangeness and unreality, the feeling 
of unsubstantiality in the figures about her, the uneasy 
nights, the days without appetite, the days when appetite 
would hardly be satisfied. 

It would ha%'e been easy to label it hysteria, but it was 
not Dr. Shorter’s way to take these easy paths. Physi- 
cians of the newest school would have taken a di'op of 
the girl’s blood, made a culture, and returned %’ith a 
definite diagnosis of anremia. And they would have been 
technically right. Dr. Shorter, acknowledging the 
hysterical symptoms, aird admitting the amemia, looked 
beyond both for the cause of either. He talkwl to her, 
leading her to talk to him, slaying with her for nearly an 
hour. ■ At the end of that time he kne^v more about her 
physical condition than any number of analyses would 
have given him. He wrote no prescription, gave her 
neither instructions nor advice. She was to be. manied 
in less than three weeks’ time ! The woman downstairs 
had hurried her into it. She was altogether too young, 
to say nothing of her being obviously anaemic, with an 
irregular pulse, 

“ You are not eighteen yet ? ” he asked her. 

" No, not imtil October.” 

“ And are you so much in love with Waldo that you 
could not wait ? ” 

It was true the colour came and went fitfully, unevenly. 
IS[ow she gave him a hurried look, and the flush swept 
; |mm brow to chin. 
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Did he say so ? ''■ she asked, then turned her head 
away and hid it in the pillow. 

She was too young, little more than a child. This 
was her principal ailment, and there was only one way 
to cure it. 

He saw quickly, with that wide, clear vision of his, 
that this was not a commonplace flower of a girl, who could 
be uprooted with impunity at such a critical moment in 
her growth. There was something rare and exotic in the 
fragrance of her youth. But it would wither, there could 
be no blossom from it under the treatment she was re- 
ceiving. He did not divine into how rich and congenial 
a soil the transplantation would have been. He knew 
Waldo only as a hunter of big game, a humorist, not as a 
tender and considerate lover. 

Dr. Shorter did not see Lady Wagner again. She had 
dressed and gone out to dinner. He left a note for her — 
an absurd and inconsiderate note, as Lady Wagner 
exclaimed when she read it : 

MADAMi 

** I find your daughter anemic and in bad 
condition generally. The marriage should be postponed 
at least three, perhaps six months, possibly,, a year. 
She must keep early hours, eat plain food, be in the open 
air six to eight hours a day, sleep in it if possible* , She 
does not require any drugs. As soon as her strength 
permits she should have regular and ordered exercise. 
I am reporting also to Lord Lyssons. 

Sincerely, 

“ Tom Shorter.'' 

Lady Wagner was justly indignant with this letter; 
it was a bomb-shell cast into all her preparations, her 
summer arrangements. She only received it when she 
came home late that night, and it made her so angry 
that she had to take bromide herself to induce sleep. 

At first, w'^hen she woke the next morning, she thought 
she would take no notice of the letter at all, but go straight 
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on as if nothing had happened. After she had thnink her 
chocolate, however, she remembered the report had gone 
to Lord Lyssons. She sent a note round to Lady Sailnst 
before she got up : 

“I am in dreadful trouble. Do, dear Lady Sallust, 
come round and talk things over with me. Or I would 
come to you. ...” 

The lawyem had been hard at work all these weeks; 
everything was in train, if not actually complete. 

Lady Sallust, who was at Stone House within the hour, 
was almost as annoj’ed as Lcc-titia, when she heard what 
had occurred, and backed her up in her decision to ignore 
the letter and the recommendation it contained. ” Miss 
Wagner was quite well this morning.” her maid reported ; 
she was '' already up." It would he quite cas 3 ' to get a 
different opinion from Sir Hubert’s doctor, Sir William 
Bellairs, who made his enormous income, and had obtaiired 
Ms knighthood, for prescribing to fashionable patients 
the change of air, or scene, or companion they desired. 
The two ladies dskided this would be the best course to 
take. To send at once for Sir William, and have his 
authority for aying that there was no reason to postpone 
the ceremony, no reason at all. 

BtsfoS’C Lady Sallust Mt the house an urgent messenger 
was -dispatched. Sir William broke through his nde of 
nevet going out in the momitig and came back in the 
motor they sent for him. 

Sir William Belkins, who was mild and spectacled and 
elderly, said, when Matmella came down to him, to Lady 
Wagner’s boudoir : 

“ So tMs is the bride-elect ? And she is not very well, 
you say ? We must see what is to be done. Dear, dear, 
she is very thin S Undo your bodice, my dear child ! ” 

^ He, too, sounded her lungs. That is to say, he rested 
his stethoscope on her back, whilst he exchanged amenities 
with Ixetitia. Afterwards he put a question or two to 
her, and said: 

; " Just SO 1 As I thought, as I anticipated,” 

' Lceritia said sweetly ; 
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“ Then you agree with me, Sir WiJliam ? ” 

And Sir William answered ■ . . . 

“ Quite so ; quite so ; exactly. Now I think we will 
send this young lady upstairs again and have our little 

talk.” : : ■ , . . ; ■'■vv -y.' 

Manuella went upstairs again; her head slid aihed, 
and over mid over again slie wondered if Lortl iyss^nis 
knew she thought of him day and night, woudtn.<l 2)xmt 
■ him/;. , .'■/ .'^ and; ■marriage, ■ cormted. ^ the.;: 'rveeks:;' .and /:'days.:. 
But she had not wanted tiie marriage Iiasterwd. She w'as 
one burning blush when .she thought he had attributed 
all this hurry to her. Of cour.se, he did not care for her. 
In that:- ahgiy scene dowustair.<,:;aMd once 'btdorc. Loeti 
had let fall an unguarded word. It was because her 
father was giving her a fortune that be wished to marjy' 
her. It was terrible, dreadful, unbearabie. She did 
not want to marry him if he did not care for her. She 
cried all that morning, and by the afternoon her head- 
ache was worse. 

. Meanwhile. Lady, Wagner " hastened to w’ritc ” a 
charming little 'letter to Loid Lyssons : ' ;/:/ 3 sL// 

“ I am so glad to be able to tell yon Shat Sir William 
Bellairs has been here this moniiisg' and fmds very littk 
indeed wrong with Manuelki. We .arc gcung to absolve 
her from all her social duties befecen now and tlie four- 
teenth — ^which, I am sure, you will bti delighted to hew 
remains the great day. But I think, p»^rhaps, you will 
have to e.xert your authority She must jvaily beep quiet, 
there must be no more scenes, nor exciting iiitVrview^ with 
musicians. The dear child is so impulsive, emotional.. 
The man must have imposed upon her good nature, . , 

She wound up in good maternal style, with a moral 
aphorism and a personal application, a slight exp<istui3tk>n, 
and an affectionate finale. She had ahvay.s prided herself 
on her letters, and this one w'as a masterpiece. It left 
no room for argument. The wedding wamld be on the 
fourteenth. 


CHAPriR x 


1 fainting tsts with the visit ot Harston Migotti and to 
let X/Ord Lv'ssons Iciifvw Tf t-*- it- 4. . . * . - 
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iet Lord Lyssons know it. It is nort^e 0 at .wkTtv: 

UnSli:? r H “ “‘iv hm lVn£ 

unmlfilled love breeds fear. All the time Waldo ind 
that hfe was too old for her, that she did not 

Sff” rubhed into her engagement with Calingford ; that 
she ought meet someone she liked better. He was affected 

lLt" reBor?et/“t*'' by\t5 Tom 

MOrtti reported to him. He could not ,Hee Mamndb 

' Swfmm Ad,! ir Notwithstanding that reassuring 
about himself at T 

" Shorter had said to him : 

You cant marry the child in three weeks she is 
served at the prospect, and no wonder! And the 

yo« bS'Ve no such intention the 
vou Yoif mner ^ know whether she cares for 

hod a twice her age to begin with 

bel^ad her Dhvsicafari^ living beyond. her means, 

■ mr puysical and moral means. Her 
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of her overdraft. She is as near bankruptcy as a giri 
can be. Marriage is madness for her. She ought 
to be running about in a pinafore with a hoop and 
stick;^ 

He then went into physiological details, which made 
Lord Lyssons very hot and anxious to get away from him 
as quickly as possible. He understood he was not to see 
his fiancee for a few days, that she would remain in bed. 
He wanted to pass away the time, to get the taste of this 
conversation out of his mouth. That was why he went to 
another old friend, a clergyman, who was ignorant of 
physiology but learned about brasses. Waldo thought 
brasses might suit his mood, which was not a happy 
one. 

When he came back he had left off hating Tom Shorter, 
but he was still uncertain as to imshing the girl into 
marrying him. He had forgotten the lawyers, her for- 
tune, and its convenience to him ; he was only thinking 
of the difference in their ages, and that she might meet 
a younger man, a better looking one. Not the musician, 
of course. But when he thought of him he had . a twinge, 
veiy like jealousy, of which he was ashamed. ^ . 

On his return from visiting the Rev. Richard 
Blakistone, he did not go straight home to his xmtns 
in the '' Albany,*' but dropped in to a house in St. James's 
Place, where an American journalist, who had insinuated 
himself so cleverly into London Society, that now he 
appeared to belong to it, dispensed cocktails and dis- 
seminated up-to-date gossip between six and eight 
O'clock. Waldo had an irrational desire to know what 
people were saying about him, or about the Wagners, 
or whether they were saying anything. The rooms in 
St. James's Place were a recognized rendezvous— open 
house where no ceremony need be observed — everybody 
went there. It was said that Parsons had an unequalled 
knowledge of the compounding of cocktails. Waldo 
knew very little of Jerry Parsons, and nothing but this 
in his favour. But he was in the humour for a cocktail, 
and he hoped to gather what people were saying; he 
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was too nervous to go home. There might be a letter 
from her to him there, contradicting or corroborating 
Loetitia. Would she marry him in three weeks ? He 
did not know, nor if he should persuade her to it. 

He had a “ Dry Martini ” cunningly mixed and shaken, 
and certainly agreeable to the palate. He lieard a great 
deal of gossip, was chaffed a little about ceasing to be a 
Benedict, and wanted of restrictions in store for him. 
Manj' of his Mends were present. It is possible, because 
Iiis mood was curious, and his plans uncertain, and his 
glass constantly replenished, that he drank more than 
he knew. 

Anyway, when Jerry Parsons, in his American accent, 
said : 

" I saw ytmr liancce this morning, by the way, in 
Kensington Gardens. I don’t know the man who was 
with her— long-haired fellow, probably a poet. No, it 
was not your cousin Gilbert, this was a much better- 
looking fellow,” Waldo replied with sufficient llgiittTess, 
and left without marked abruptne^. 

The valet, who was waiting in Lord Lyssons' bedroom, 
with the dress-clothes spread on the bed, various cans of 
hot water, and a bath in ivadiness, was unable to keep 
hfe .evening appointment. 

Lord Lj'ssons came in, walked up and down the sitting- 
room for ten minutes, and went out again without 
dressing, or saying anything. He was a mo-st unsatis- 
factory gentleman to wait upon, and ” very irregular in 
his 'abits 1 ” 

The motor was at the door of Stone House, the two 
acetylene lamps shining and casting deep shadows. For 
some inexplicable reason, although lie had hurried to get 
there, Lord Lyssons did not at once ring the beil, but 
waited in the shadow. Now the door opened, and he 
could see inside the electrically-lit hall. The maid helped 
Lady Wagner into her lace and ermine opera cape ; the 
man gave Sir Hubert his satin-lined coat, pulled it down 
at the back, adjusted it nicely. The butler was in waitii^, 
flanked by two footmen. 
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At the gates, as the motor went through, a woman 
of the town stooti, like a dishevelled Peri, envying 
Loetitia's diamond tiara and the luxurious motor. Waldo 
heard the patrolling policeman say sharply to her : 

'' Now then, what are you doing here ? You get 
along.’' 

He came out of the shadows after that and went up to 
the still-open door. The butler, very respectful and digni* 
fied, explained that Sir liubert and Lady Wagner had 
already left the house. Thej/ were dining with Lord and 
Lady Alistairs in Carlton House Terrace, . , . 

'' Is Miss Wagner better ? ” 

'' I believe so, milord.’' 

'' Is she at home ? " 

Miss Wagner was at home. The servants were obviously 
surprised that his lordship should linger, more surprised 
when he called to Lady Wagner’s maid, who was just 
moving off after the completion of her arduous duties : 

Ask Miss Wagner if she can see me, will you ? Tell 
her I won't keep her ten minutes.” It was strange that 
his lordship knew, no better. 

I will find Miss Wagner's maid,” she said primly, 
disapprovingly. She was very like her mistress. 

The butler and the two footmen, who knew his lordship- 
had a lavish way with half-sovereigns, showed him iiito 
the morning-room on the ground floor. ' 

” This way, milord. I’ll sea myself that the message- 
gets conveyed,” The butler was quite confidential, and 
duly rewarded. 

The room, oak-panelled, and hung with mezzotints by 
J. R, Smith and William Ward, by Grozer and Dean, 
after pictures of women by Sir Joshua Reynolds, was Sir 
Hubert's own sanctum. There was a big writing-table, 
elaborately set out with blotter and huge inkstand, 
calendar and pen-rack ; but there wai'e no papers or sign 
of work, A big Chippendale bookcase, easy-cliairs up- 
holstered in green leather, and a large sofa, added some- 
thing to the I'oom's impressiveness. 

Can I bring you anything, milord ? ” 
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“ Yes.” The cocktails had made him thirsty. “ Bring 
me a whisky and soda,” 

Manucila had spent a day in ted, then a day or two 
in her room, wondering if Waldo would call or write, 
show i5(ninj interest in her liealth. She did not know 
tliat Dr. Shorter had advi.sed her wedding should be 
postponed, aKhoaglt she knew lhat whatever ho had said 
Sir William had contradicted. When Waldo neither 
came nor wrote she was sinnething more tlian disappointed, 
her worst fears seemed confirmed. 

On the third day of her seclusion she had the strangest 
}K)s.sible letter from Harslon Migotti, asking her to meet 
him. saying he had hung about the door hoping to see 
her, that he had .something he must say to her. She did 
not answer the letter, tecaase, before she had time to do 
so, she met him accidentally. It was the morning when 
Lord Ly.ssons came back to London. Her headache 
better, but not gone, tired of her room, wearied of her 
thoughts, not exactly unhappy, btit restless, taking her 
maid with her, she went for a walk in the Park. She 
would have ridden, but walking was less trouble. It was 
■warm and sunny, and her spirits revived directly she was 
outside the house. She had not an idea of meeting any- 
one, although it was true that Lord Lyssoiis was an 
• early riser. She met the 3 'OUng musician before she had 
been walking ten minutW, and was glad. It saved her 
•from answering his letter, and over and over again she 
had wanted to tell him how sorry and ashamed she had 
been of her stepmother’s behaviour, .-md to assure him of 
her continued interest in his opera. She showed her 
pleasure in the encounter, perhaps too plainly, or perhaps 
he was misled by his own feelings and took hers for 
granted. “ May I walk a little with you ? ” he asked, 
after the preliminaries had been got through. 

“ Of course, I am going into Kensington Gardens. 
Isn’t it a lovely morning? You'll tell me about the 
opera, won't you ? I meant to write to you, but I've 
, .t^n hi.”, , 

He talked of the opera ; the libretto was finished, also 
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the overture, and many of the numbers. The maid 
behaved as discreetly as French maids are in the habit of 
doing. They were alone under the trees when he began 
by saying he hoped she had not been reproached upon 
bis account the other day, and to tell her that the hour 
he spent with her had been the happiest in his life> 

“ It is the inspiration for which I have been waiting. 
I knew it then, or even before that. I know it better 
now.'^ 

To her intense surprise he burst out that he loved 
her, that he believed they \vere in S5nnpathy, that she 
understood him. 

'' You will listen to my music, and I shall dedicate 
it to you ; you will sing my songs/' She was shocked 
and tried to stop him, agitated, and tried to reason with 
him, wanted to get up and run away. He poured out 
impassioned phrases. 

It is because it is new to you, you did not know I 
loved you ; I did not know it myself. They never loved 
who loved not at first sight,’, as your poet said. Qf course 
it was that/’ -v 

All she wanted was to get away, she did not know how 
to answer him. Although agitated and half frightened, 
she was very sorry for him, and anxious not to hurt his 
feelings. She was never so glad in her life as when tfie 
discreet French maid came forward and said it was time 
they wexrt home, for it was nearing the lunch hour. She: 
said incoherently that she was dreadfully sorry, and she 
was sure he could not mean it. 

I am afraid it is awfully late ; we shall have to drive 
home even now, I can’t sta}:^. . 

‘^But I must see you again.” 

He understood her to say she was sure they would meet 
again. When they parted he had not an idea he had 
been rejected. It was natural she should be agitated. 
He was himself agitated, excited, exhilarated ; this was 
quite ^ different from the ordinary emotions. He had, of 
course, been in love before, but never like this, never in 
the least like tiiis. 
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^ Manuella escaped from him with her maid. She was 
very sorry for him, and astonished he should be in love 
with her after having seen her only three times. When 
she had got over the amazement of it, and was once 
more in her own room, she was perhaps a little flattered. 
Supposing it had been Lord Lyssons who had said such 
things to her, such wonderful things I The supposition 
grew into daydreams that were like fairy tales, and lasted 
through lunch time and the afternoon* 

You are the light of my life, inspiration ; I do 
not love, I adore, you.'' These were the things the 
strange young man had said to her under the trees. 

Supposing Lord Lyssons had uttered them 1 Lord 
Lyssons being an Englishman, without that admixture 
of Italian blood and sentimental German training to w^hich 
. Harston Migotti ow^ed his eloquence, was very unlikely 
ever to indulge in such rhapsodies. But, ignorant of 
ethnology, she had her happy dreaming. 

And, because she was always highly imaginative and a 
creature of moods, it seemed like the continuation of her 
. afternoon dreaming wben Claire came up to her in the 
evening, just when she was preparing to go to bed and 
.dream there, to say Lord Lyssons was below, and wished 
’ to speak with her. She had not seen him for three days, 
and now she heard he w^as here. 

She ran down impulsively, never stopping to change her 
dress, or adjust her hair, just as if she had been sixteen 
instead of eighteen and without any of the advantages 
of L<^titia's training. She was never quite such a child 
again after this evening ; her fine impulsiveness and high 
courage w^ere ingrained in her, but something of her igno- 
rance fell away,, of her fearless innocence. 

She ran down when she heai“d Lord Lyssons was 
waiting in the library to see her, her luxuriant hair in a 
loose knot low on her neck. She actually wore that old 
blouse, the red one, in which he had first seen 

open 'at the" throat; 
which the iox^ely head was 
t Never had he seen her look more charm- :- 
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' Manuella escaped from him with her maid. She was 
very sorry for him, and astonished he should be in love 
with her after having seen her only three times. When 
she had got over the amazement of it, and was once 
more in her own room, she was perhaps a little flattered. 
Supposing it had been Lord Lyssons who had said such 
things to her, such wonderful things 1 The supposition 
grew into daydreams that were like fairy tales, and lasted 
through lunch time and tiie afternoon. 

‘‘ You are the light of my life, my inspiration ; I do 
not love, I adore, you.” These were the things the 
strange young man had said to her under the trees. 

Supposing Lord Lyssons had uttered them ! Lord 
Lyssons being an Englishman, without that admixture 
of Italian blood and sentimental German training to which 
Harston Migotti owed his eloquence, was very unlikely 
ever to indulge in such rhapsodies. But, ignorant of 
ethnology, she had her happy dreaming. 

And, because she was always highly imaginative and a 
creature of moods, it seemed like the continuation of her 
afternoon dreaming when Claire came up to her in the 
evendhg, just when she was preparing to go to bed and 
dream there, to say Lord Lyssons was below, and wished 
to speak with her. She had not seen him for three days, 
and now she heard he was here. 

She ran down impulsively, never stopping to change her 
^ess, or adjust her hair, just as if she had been sixteen 
instead of eighteen and without any of the advantages 
of L<ptitia’s training. She was ne\’er quite such a child 
again after this evening ; her fine impulsiveness and high 
courage were ingrained in her, but something of her igno- 
rance feE away, of her fearless innocence. 

She ran doTO when she heard Lord Lyssons was 
waitmg in the library to see her, her luxuriant hair in a 
, lobse knot low on her neck. She actually wore that old 
, school blouse, the red one, in which he had first seen 
!' ^r. She had outgrown it and it was open at the throat, 
•^e., slender girlish throat, on which the lovely head was 
superbly, ‘- Never had he seen her look more charm- 
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ing, more attractive. And his eyes were a little hot 
He tried to coltect himself : 

Hallo I that you ? 

Who did yon think it was ? 

'' So you're better ? " 

Tm quite all right.' \ 

'' And the wedding need not be put oil" 

Was it going to be ? " 

“ You don't mean to say you didn't know vShorter 
ordered it ofi. Bellairs says there is nothing at all the 
matter with you. Are you glad or sorry there is to be 
no postponement ? " 

He had drunk whisky and soda on the top of the cock- 
tails and it had loosened his tongue. She went pale, but 
her colour came back more quickly and overwhelmingly 
than it fled. 

“That depends on what you are." 

“Oh 1 does it ? Am I glad or sorry ? Let me think, I 
suppose I ought to have no doubt about it. /' 

Never, never in any crisis of his life, could Waldo 
Lyssons find the appropriate word. 

Manuella, standing when he first began to question 
her, now took the corner of the sofa. The red blouse, 
her dark hair, and pale face, against the green leather,, 
made a picture Nicholson w^ould have liked to paint, ;*• 

He told her so, going over to where she sat, flinging 
himself into the opposite corner. 

He thought he saw fear, fear of him, in her oyes, and 
that she shrank further into her corner. 

. “Of course you hate the idea of being married, you 
don’t care a bit about me ? " 

He may have been mistaken in thinking she shrank 
from him ; she was sitting quite still now. His long arm 
went out, and he drew her towards him. She may have 
been reluctant, or too surprised for resistance, but he drew 
her face to his own, and found her lips, her generous respon« 
sive lips. He sought her lips and found them. Now he 
, forgot she was a child and remembered only that she was 
soon to be his wife. He held her tightly, kissing her long 
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' Manuella escaped from him with her maid. She was 
very sony for him, and astonished he shonld be in love 
with her after having seen her only three times. When 
she had got over the amazement of it, and was once 
more ill her ovm room, she was perhaps a little flattered. 
Supposing it had been Lord Lyssons who had said such 
things to her, such wonderful things I The supposition 
grew into daydreams that were like fairy tales, and lasted 
through lunch time and the afternoon. 

“ You are the light of my life, my inspiration ; I do 
not love, I adore, you.'’ These were the things the 
Strange young man had said to her under the trees. 

Supposing Lord Lyssons had uttered them ! Lord 
Lyssons being an Englishman, without that admixture 
of Italian blood and sentimental German training to which 
Harston Migotti owed his eloquence, was very unlikely 
ever to indulge in such rhapsodies. But, ignorant of 
ethnology, she had her happy dreaming. 

And, because she was always highly imaginative and a 
creature of moods, it seemed like the continuation of her 
afternoon dreaming wdren Claire came up to lier in tlie 
evening, just when she was preparing to go to bed and 
dream there, to say Lord Lyssons was belo'w, and wished 
to speak with her, She had not seen him for three days, 
and now she heard he was here. 

She ran down impulsively, never stopping to change her 
dress, or adjust her hair, just as if she had been sixteen 
instead of eighteen and without any of the advantages 
of Leptitia’s training. She was never quite such a child 
again after this evening ; her fine impulsiveness and higlx 
courage were ingrained in her, but something of her igno- 
rance fell away, of her fearless innocence. 

She ran down when she heai'd Lord Lyssons \vas 
waiting in the library to see her, her luxuriant hair in a 
loose knot low on her neck. She actually wore that oM 
■s^ool blouse, the red one, in which he had first seen 
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ing, more attractive. And his eyes were a little hot. 
He tried to coltect himself : 

“ Hallo ! that you ? 

'' Who did you think it was ? 

So you're better ? 

Tm quite all right/' 

'' And the wedding need not be put off/' 

” Was it going to be ? " 

“You don't mean to say you didn't know Shorter 
ordered it off. Bellairs says there is nothing at all the 
matter with you. Are you glad or sorrj^ there is to be 
no postponement ? " 

He had drunk whisky and soda on the top of the cock- 
tails and it had loosened his tongue. She went pale, but 
her colour came back more quickly and overwhelmingly 
than it fled. 

‘‘ That depends on what you are/' 

“ Oh i does it ? Am I glad or sorry ? Let me think, I 
suppose I ought to have no doubt about it. /' 

Never, never in any crisis of his life, could Waldo 
Lyssons find the appropriate word. 

Manuella, standing when he first began to question 
her, now took the corner of the sofa. The red blouse, 
her dark hair, and pale face, against the green leather, 
made a picture Nicholson would have liked to paint. 

He told her so, going over to where she sat, flinging 
himself into the opposite corner. 

He thought he saw fear, fear of him, in her eyes, and 
that she shrank further into her corner. 

“ Of course you hate the idea of being married, you 
don't care a bit about me ? " 

He may have been mistaken in thinking she shrank 
from him ; she was sitting quite still now. His long arm 
went out, and he drew her towards him. She may have 
been reluctant, or too surprised for i-esistance, but lie drew 
her face to his own, and found her lips, her generous respon- 
sive lips. He sought her lips and found them. Now he 
forgot she was a child and remembered only that she was 
soon to be his wife. He held her tightly, kissing her long 
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that long kiss ; she yielded to it, and felt the warmth 
stealing through her. She wanted to Iride her eyes, not 
her lips, from him. When at length be released her, she 
hid both lips and eyes on his shoulder, she was wanned all 
through and tingling. They sat like that a long time. 

“ We know now, don’t we ? ’’ he whispered. 

When he began to speak, his tongue halted, his words 
were lame ; they were elliptical words and few, not in the 
least like Harston Migotti’s fiery eloquence. But she 
would have understood, she would surely have under- 
stood, because she as surely responded. She never knew 
what he said, but that she answered, “ I love you, I love 
you/’ feverishly in answer to something, .she was sure ; 
cruelly sure, as the event proved. 

She had her head on his shoulder and her eyes hidden, 
and her words, although whispered, were loud in her 
ears ; ' 

“I low you." 

What was happening? He put her away from him 
quickly, abruptly. He had risen and was no longer 
beside her on the sofa, her eyes were no longer hidden, 
and the vibration of her words was loud in the room. 
Discordant and harsh against it she heard her stepmother’s 
voice, her stepmother’s astonished voice : 

“Manuellal Waldo! At this hour! on the sofa . . . 

Manuella gave a short, confused laugh : 

" Well ! this time, at least, it is not an itinerant 
musician.” 

“ A vagrant peer,’’ put in Lord Lyssons quickly. 

“ I must confess, I am surprised.’’ 

“ Always been like that, from my cradle upward-before, 
I believe. Can’t see a pretty girl without kissing her. . 

A greater libel upon himself could not have been 
uttered, nor any sentence more incongruous with his 
pjood. He wanted to cover his mood and hers, to 
piotect her from Loetitia’s tongue. That secret he had 
, surprised was for themselves alone, the secret so exquisite 
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and new. She would give herself to him ! He could not 
think coherently, far less speak. He still felt her head on 
his shoulder, the warm young generous lips against his 
own. 

Rotten of me, isn't it ? I am always doing things 
like that. I suppose I ought not to have come at 
all." 

'' It is a surprise to me, a most unpleasant surprise. 
Sir Hubert became suddenly unwell, we were compelled 
to return. Then, to find you here, Manuella alone with 
you . . in deshabille I " 

I agi-ee, I thoroughly agree, the whole affair is most 
reprehensible." 

She was ordered complete rest, early hours. Sir 
William was most particular that she should keep her 
room." 

He must stand between her and this woman's tongue, 
say anything to silence her : 

There is not the shadow of an excuse for me. I 
quite agree with you. But I heard she was out this 
morning. . . 

" In Kensington Gardens, with that itinerant musician 
of hers." He had no longer the slightest fear of the 
young man, the slightest jealousy ; her lips had told him 
all that he wished to know. So I thought I had better 
come and see that he had not cut me out." The lightness 
of his speech was inconceivable. 

In Kensington Gardens, with — ^with that person ! 
Manuella, surely this disgraceful story is not true ? I 
understood you were keeping your room — " 

" Disgraceful 1 Come now, come now, Lady Wagner. 
Why shouldn't she walk in the Park with him ? If he 
were not itinerant, he wouldn't walk. You agree with 
me there, surely. Sit down ; let us talk about the 
wedding. You wrote me it was not to be put off. 
Manuella here says she is glad of it. Shorter is an ass. 
IVe been stopping away, thinking whether I ought not to 
take his advice, notwithstanding the great Bellairs. . . , 
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And now I hear she is just like you, would not have it 
put oS for anything. . , 

ManueHa had hardly heard a word, until loud and clear 
as her own words in the room she heard these. She had 
been stunned to deafness by his others. 

" I can't see a pfeliy girl without kissing her." 

Was that what it meant, all it meant ? And she had 
said ; '' I love you ” to him. The flood of her heart that 
had gone out to liim ebbed slowly, painfully back, icy 
cold, stopping her breath, submerging and stunning 
her. 

“ She is fust like yoxi, would not have it put off for any- 
thing." 

She was being forced on Mm, and she had told him that 
she loved him ! He could tell her stepmother, make light 
of it ! She burned with shame, choked with shame. 

She never heard what her stepmother had to say of her 
meeting with the musician, nor understood that her true 
lover was but trying to protect her, give her time to 
recover 'herself. She only wanted never to hear his voice 
again,'never to hear him speak. Her hatred of her step- 
mothgp was as nothing compai-ed ■with her hatred of Mm, 
as he stood there, and, as she imagined, made fun of what 
had happened between them, of that kis% the flood of love 
that had carried her to him. What had been born in her 
with that long and tender kiss died, died in agony, not 
to be revived for many a long, misguided day. 

'' I don’t want to marry you in three weeks, or at all. 
... I never said I wouldn't have it put off for anything.” 
Her cheeks were scarlet, her eyes burning. 

It was to Waldo she spoke, but Loetitia could not 
understand about the morning walk and pursued the 
subject relentlessly. 

" You are surely not going to permit her to continue 
her acquaintance with that person ? ” 

Waldo tried to divert her, and said that he did not 
suppose Manuella would be satisfied with his own com- 
paMonshipp jested, and said for Ms part he wasn’t 
;piM(al, couldn’t grow Ms hair long ; Manuella's taste was, 
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of course, strange. Then he mimicked Loetitia’s speech. 
'' Live and let live. She must indulge her tastes, and I. 
mine; you cannot put old heads upon, young shoulders. . 

misunderstood everj^thing. He had but meant 
to play lightning conductor, to bring the storm lightly 
and safely down upon himself, but it was a complete faUure. 
Manuella, in the anguish of her reaction, said the most 
inconceivable things : that she hated Lord Lyssons and 
did not want to marry him at all, that she should meet 
Harston Migotti whenever she liked, that she knew he 
loved her, and was proud of it. . . 

The summer rain and lightning became winter sleet and 
ice. Lcetitia forgot the altered position, spoke to the girl 
in the old way. She said she was not surprised ; she 
was coldly disgusted and acrimonious. 

It is of course Lord Lyssons' concern if he permits 
yon to continue tliis extraordinary acquaintance/' 

Waldo laughed when Manuella said she hated Mm ; 
that Harston Migotti was in love with her, and she proud 
of it. He knew she did not mean what she said, and 
although she had obviously lost her temper, he thought 
it was only with Lcetitia, and was not surprised. 

He bantered her and said he was soiTy he was so 
objectionable. Perhaps she would think it over and 
let him know in the morning if she was of the same 
^opinion. 

I may look better in the morning. You ' never can 
tell,' as Bernard Shaw says. Walt and see ; you may 
change your mind again. You were quite fond of me 
an hour or two ago ; it may return." 

Lcetitia would certainly not leave them alone again, it 
seemed there was only one thing to do, to get away. 

He had Ms misgivings about leaving the girl with her ; 
misgivings to be most fully realized, but he thought they 
had been too close for anyone to come between them now. 
For all his light talk and banter, that k|ss had meant at 
least as much to him as to Manuella. The woman's talk 
about the musician was absurd, out of place; Manuella 
would know he took no heed of it. To-morrow he would see 
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har alone again, try to tell her something of what he felt 
for her, what her kiss had meant to him. Bnt he thought 
she understood ; she had already flushed to womanhood 
in his arms. He knew his were arms to hold her against 
herself, against the world; she needed understanding, 
sympathy— everything she had never had. And he 
^ would give all this to her, full measure, brimming over. 




CHAPTER XI 


L ord LYSSONS had not the least idea that it was 
he, and not her stepmother, who had hurt the 
girl — so hurt her that Lcetitia, although she said all the 
wrong things, not only' that evening and the next morning, 
reiterating them, was only partly responsible for the 
result. 

Directly my back is turned you do something out- 
rageous. Either I find you sitting with a strange young 
man, or together on the sofa like — ^like a cook an.d a 
policeman. No wonder Lord Lyssons thinks lightly of 
you. If it had not been for me, the wedding would 
have been put off, perhaps abandoned. I knew what 
#was behind that letter from Dr. Shorter, He wanted 
it postponed — told the man what to say. I w:onder 
f'':'how''.many''''people:;saw"'you:^ 
person, I don't know where your sense is, your sense 
shame. Was it not enough that you should have beha^^, 
so disgracefully to Lord Calingford, to the Duke^f 
Banff ? Let me tell you, we were astoiiished — ^yes, 
very grateful, when Lord Lyssons came forward. It was 
not easy, don't imagine it was easy. Lady Sallus^poke 
to him and then to me. Your father promised hd%ould 
do as much as he would have done for the Duke, You 
ai'e the most ungrateful girl I think I have ever met, and 
I have had some experience with girls. ■ Youmiist have been ^ 
mad when you talked as you did last night. Of course, I can 
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malfP allowances j yon were startled when you knew Lord 
Lyssons heard of your escapade ; I don't wonder at it. 
But he is a very honourable person, although eccentric 
and greatly in need of money. He will forgive you, 
I have no doubt he will forgive you, if you take back all 
you said; you ought to go down on your knees to 
him. . . 

This was not all she said, not nearly all, but the rest 
was on the same note, hardening Manuella, although she 
only heard half of it. Manuella did not want Lord Lyssons 
to forgive her, she wanted to be able to hurt him. There 
were hours in the night when she could not bear that he 
should be in the world at all, when she wished he were 
dead. Because she had said “ I love j’ou ” to him, and 
he had laughed ! Perhaps it would hurt him to know he 
was not going to have her money. She would not 
. marry him, not if there was not another man in the 
world, whereas there was any number of them, and one, 
Mr. Haxstoh Migotti, had written her this morning to 
say that be adored her, asking her to mn away with 
him. 

■^^len Lord Lyssons came, she could think of nothing 
but how to obliterate what she had told him. She went 
down to see Mm in the smaller drawing-room. He looked 
very tall and tHn, and his expression was kind. She 
knew, that, and that there was no one like him. She 
looked away from Mm because she knew it ; the glass 
he was continually tr^g to keep in his eye, that he was 
replacing only this minute, could not disguise it. She 
t|fe.d to see Ms faults, to criticize Mm. He was not a 
dPSSy man, and if his valet did his hair he ought to have 
changed Ms valet. He had rowed when he was young, 
and his hands were oarsman’s hands. It was impossible 
She h^ liked Mm to kiss her. She contrasted him with 
Harstdh Migotti, who had fallen in love with her at first 
sight, and now wished her to run away with Mm. She 
forced herself to remember Ms Beethoven brow and golden 
h^, his ardent eyes. , She had such a pain in her heart 
turned away from Lord Lyssons and con- 
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trasted him with Harston Migotti that she could not 
speak. She was afraid to face him, she wished he would 
go away, and bewildered him by her manner. 

But what have I done ? How have I altered ? I 
thought last night at one time you were rather fond 
of me.” 

'' Well, I wasn't ; I was only pretending. . . 

He couldn't understand it, suspected Lmtitia, wavered 
about what had occurred. He could not have dreamed 
it, and yet . . . 3 ^et 1 she said now that she hated him, 
and had pretended. He went over and stood before 
her. 

Look at me.” 

” I don't want to look at you.” She covered her face 
with her hands, a childish tiick. 

He took her hands down from her face, ignoring her 
efforts to thrust him - away from her, 

“ Tell me the exact truth, the entire truth. I must hear 
it. Look at me ! ” But that she could not do. '' Have 
they forced me upon you in the same way they tried to 
force Calingford ? You don't like me at all, you dislike 
me ? You asked Shorter to get our marriage postponed ? 
Don't be frightened, tell me the timth ; I only want to 
know the truth. Speak ! ” 

Becatise those rough, strong oarsman's hands of his, 

■ and the way he held those struggling ones of hers, gave 
her that catch in her breath, that contraction of her 
heart, because she feared his breath, and that he might 
kiss her again, and again she might want to hide her face 
on his shoulder, because she was overwhelmed by her 
feeling, and did not know how long she could disguise 
it ; she pushed him away with all her strength. 

I hate you, I hate you,” she said. But “ love ” 
would have been the truer word. 

He kissed her, not\¥ithstanding that she said she hated 
him His lips rested a moment on her haix“ — ^strange that 
she felt it in her heart. 

** Poor kid! You haven't had a -chance, have you? 
Not a five minutes' start.” His voice was extraordinarily 
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lour, and his manner had altered completely. Certainly 
he was taking her seriously now, but it was difficult for 
him to change his habit of speech. 

“ Think it over again. I’m afraid there’s a de’idl of a 
time before you if you don’t. We’ll take Shorter'.^ advice 
and postpone it. I’ll go to Norway— anywhere— stay 
away until the end of the season. You can’t mean to 
throw me over altogether.” 

She dared not look at him, and thought of nothing 
but how to tell him that what she said last night was 
not true ; she did not love Mm, she hated him — hated him. 

“ I don’t care where you go or what you do. I’m not 
. gomg to marry you. I’d rather die. . .” 

" Why not live ? ” He let go Ms hold of her when 
he said it ; he hardly knew what he was sajdug. 

impossible her feeling for Mm could have changed 
lort a time. She would not have kissed him if 
not loved him he knew that, and how straight 
, and impulsive; He almost stumbled upon the 

' f Ixsok here 1 it wasn’t anytliing I said, was it ? Not 
because I played the fool rvith Lady Wagner trying to 
mislead her ? ” 

^ "Noi” 

" You are sure ? ” 

' “I’m sure I want you to go away.” 

^ “ You won’t say anything more than that, you won’t 
y, give me a chance ? ” 

“ I can’t say more than that I hate the sight of you.” 

“But you didn’t— ” he persisted, “ you didn’t hate the 
;f'Sight of me last night." 

That he reminded her again was the worst of all. She 
:. beeame furious, and showed Mm that ungovernable 
temper of wMch Lostitia had felt it her duty to advise 
Mm. It did not repel Mm, he thought nothing at all 
of it. She might stanip her foot and flash her eyes and 
" say , hard tMngs to Mm, but what he wanted to know 
what was at the root of it. He was more, not 1^, 

interview, and not 
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convinced, not really convinced, that she was telling him 
the truth when she said she hated him. 

'' You think you hate me. I don't believe you do a 
bit/' were almost his last words, infuriating her. And 
as he turned and left the room slowly, he heard her say 
it was his conceit, his horrid vanity, that made Mm 
disbelieve it. When he had gone away he thought he 
heard her sobbing, and went back. But she had shut the 
door, and held it against him ; he could not persist. 

si? % He 

All the hullabaloo there had been when she broke off 
her engagement with the Duke of Banff was doubled and 
redoubled when she dismissed Lord Lyssons in this 
summary fasMon. Lord Lyssons did Ms best for her. 

As he told her, he knew Lcetitia would give her a devil ol,. 
a ^time. He left the house after that abortive interviig^' 
without attempting to see Lady Wagner. And after 
had thought matters over as well as he was able f o^y P 
pain/ he; wrote 

'' Dear Lady Wagnee, 

I have been thinking over that report of Sir 
William's. It must,of course, be a great satisfaction to, . , 
you to have your judgment confirmed. But I have an 
idea nevertheless that Tom Shorter is the better man, that , 
we had better stick to his advice. Tm sure a neat 
paragraph wiU occur to you. You could say, for instance, 
that I have gone to Heligoland with a camera. Your' 
appreciation of the political situation will suggest an \ 
explanation of why the wedding is postponed until the'/ 
end of the season. . . . 

What he wanted to bring out was that it was '' post- 
poned/' not abandoned ; he wanted that reassurance for 
himself. To Lady Sallust he wrote also : 

Best of Aunts, 

Have you ever heaixl of the ' Kinchin Lay' ? 
I'm sure you have not ; it's East End slang, not Lime- 
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loose oratory. I can't play the part I undertook. I've 
tpm up the copy. Somerset House must do its worst, 
.QQbert may have to leave ofi writing poetry and take 
to mathematics, but tell him not to hurry ; he can pursue 
the Irigh-sounding hexameter until he hears again. Be 
Mnd to the girl if you get a chance." 

Lady Sallust did not understand the letter at all until 
she had seen Loetitia, and then she understood it less than 
before. 


The condition of Loetitia’s mind is not difficult to 
compiehend. Here was the girl on her hands a^ain, 
giQ probably a horrible scandal connected with her 
Everybody knew or said that the Duke of Banfi had 
thi‘ow her over ; now Lord Lyssons was leaving England 
?T mai-riage. It xvas entirely characteristic 

that .Lmtitia should attribute this last to the. discovery of 
an intrigue between the girl .and that " mountebank." 
and express it coarsely. There are few things as coarse 

r “ refinement." Manuella 

had hardly given a serious thought to Harston Migotti 

accused her of an intrigue with him. 

•• ■ that events should 

V appear in , their sequence* 

i '^en Lady Wagner received Lord Lyssons’ letter 
- contumacy with which the girl had 

remved her advice, she became Lcetitia Briarley with a 
stepmother who had not hesitated 
confinement, bread and water, 

hadYvLf?ni, p worst children she 

7h7 ! She was one of the worst children and 

a- »o-t gfrb. Cy 


WaeneV MM 8^^- Lady 

She did nA+ AA . 1 ® unmistakable language. 

M she threatened 


' aaid this disgraceful 


and indpr^itif 


She 


ould not 
d to dis- 


cqe 




aintaining a 

of, Harston 
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Migotti and said inconceivable things about their rela- 
tions, the girl did not even understand what was being 
implied. That her stepmother abused him, called Mm 
a mountebank or an adventurer, made her hot in his 
defence, but hardly in words : she would not condescend 
to defend him. 

Being Loetitia, and mth tixat position to keep up '' 
to which she was never tired of alluding, the most neces- 
sary thing first to be done was to put a face upon the 
matter for the public. Sir Hubert had been taken ill 
at Lady Alistairs" dinner ; the paragraph disseminated 
by the Press Association was reasonable under the 
circumstances : 

On account of the serious illness of Sir Hubert Wagner 
the marriage between Miss Wagner and the Earl of Lyssom 
is unavoidably 'postponed.'' 

Sir Hubert did not in the least mind going into retreat ; 
there wore half a dozen cures and diets he had not yet 
tried — Vibi'a-massage, for instance, and St Ivel milk* 

The next announcemejxt was that : • 

Hubert Wagner he is compelled to caned all engagements!^ ' ^ 

Stone House^ was to be shut up, the family removing 
to Scotland, to Sir Hubert's place at Gairoch, known for 
the salubrity of the climate. 

This was in the middle of the season, their first season 
at Stone House! It was a cruel sacrifice forToetitia to 
make, and Manuella was not spared the narrative of it. 

To have actively ilbtreated the girl, chastised or 
starved her, would have been at this time entirely to 
Loetitia's mind. But we. live in a complicated worlds 
and such primitive action was impossible with a girl of 
nearly eighteen. To say that/ before . the removal to 
Gairoch, and during the journey,, she nagged her con- 
tinually, in season and- out, is to put the case very mildly* 
Lady Wagner lost m opportunity -of pointing out that 









130 


CONCERT PITCH 


Mannella had disgraced her family, that on her account 
they would be socially ostracised. Manuelia’s reasoning 
powers were almost deadened by the repeated blows from 
^ Lostitia's flaiHike phraseology. That must be counted 
as an excuse for her. When she dashed off a foolish 
letter to Migotti, just before they started, she had no 
definite intention. He had seen the announcement of 
the postponed wedding, drawn his own conclusion and 
written her eloquently and passionately. She replied that 
her people were awfulty angry with her and were carry- 
ing her off to Scotland. She added the address, and that 
“;^ she would like to hear how he was getting on with the 
’ Ibpera. It was her protest against Loetitia^s abuse of him. 
Nothing more. Although, perhaps, when she was hear- 
ing constantly how entirely evil she was, and outside the 
pale, it was a solace to read in his impassioned letter 
that she was. adorable and beautiful, and that he was 
laying^ not only himself, but his art at her feet* 

^ Arrived at Gairoch, there was a short lull in hostilities. 
Sir Hubert's nerves could not withstand the paragraphs, 

S i^d he developed in earnest the illness that had been 
&f^aturely announced. The attention of the house 
Pecame concentrated upon him, and Manuella w^as left 
to herself. Even those few days were sufficient to justify 
^Dr. Shorter. Porridge and cream, plain food and opeii 
dr brought back the colour to the girl’s cheeks, strengthen- 
ing her for what was in front. 

^ Loetitia heard from Lady Sallust. Nominally she wrote 
'to inquire after Sir Hubert, really to tell of a letter from 
Waldo, ih?|^orway, in which he asked to be kept informed 
of Sir Hubert's progress. Lady Sallust had cut out the 
extract and enclosed it : 

I hope 1 am not considered a recalcitrant lover, because 
I CQuld> not resist the sahnon. Have you by any chancer 
seen my fiancie? Keep me posted in Wagner news. I 
i to be hack before the autumn*^ 




it added' tiier conweat : 
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I don't understand this, but I am sure you will. 
What about a quiet wedding in Scotland ? Waldo is 
always incomprehensible. Fm not clear now why he 
went away. Was there any quarrel ? I will write him f ' 
anything you tell me. . . 

Albert arrived during the lull, ver}^ curious, quite 
prepared to be sympathetic to his sister or his stepmother, 
full of his own ahairs. Loetitia gave him her own version ; 
by this time she was quite persuaded it was the true one. 

“ He discovered she was keeping up a correspondence, 
secretly rneeting a foreign musician. ..." 

'' A musician 1 " Even Albert was shocked that she 
should have so far forgotten herself. 

“You may be able to influence her. If she could be 
brought into a proper state of mind it seems Lord Lyssons 
is prepared to come forward again. His affairs are in a 
shocking state. But, of course, it is one of the oldest 
earldoms, I have my hands full just now, so much 
correspondence, your father's illness ; everjdlung de- 
volves upon me. And in the height of the season, 

Perhaps you will succeed in bringing her to a sensp’^^^^v' 
her conduct. When you have spoken to her and ma^^, 
it clear, you can tell her that I have heard from Lady’ 
Sallust, that I am myself writing to Lord Lyssons, and ' 
am conveying her regrets, her contrition. She must, 
of course, promise not to see or correspond with this 
dreadful person, to break off all intercourse with 
him. ..." 

Albert did his best in conveying this conversation to 
his sister, but he was not a persuasive person. ^ 

“ I say, you know, this is simply tommy-rot." He 
liked the expression and repeated it. “ Tommy-rot, . I 
call it ! Who is the -bounder, an 5 rway ? You can't 
» marry a musician- — a chap with a name like a penny-ice- 
cream man." 

“ Who said I was going to marry him ? " 

“ Well, you'll have to chuck it in the end; why don't 
you do it Bpw^ and let tell her it's all settled ? She'll 
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Manuella had disgraced her family, that on her account 
they would be socially ostracised. Maniiella^s reasoning 
powers were almost deadened by the repeated blows from 
Loetitia's flaiHike phraseology. That must be counted 
as an excuse for her. When she dashed off a foolish 
letter to Migotti, just before they started, she had no 
: definite intention. He had seen the aimoimcement of 
the postponed wedding, drawn his own conclusion and 
written her eloquently and passionately. She replied that 
her people were a'wfully angry with her and were carry- 
ing her off to Scotland. She added the address, and that 
she would like to hear how he was getting on with the 
ibpera. It was her protest against Loetitia's abuse of him. 
Nothing more. Although, perhaps, when she was hear- 
' ing constantly how entirely evil she was, and outside the 
pale, it was a solace to read in his impassioned letter 
that she was adorable and beautiful, and that he was 
layii^i hot only himself, but his art at her feet. 

Arrived at Gairoch, there was a short Ml in hostilities. 
Sir Hubert's nerves could not withstand the paragraphs, 
v%;^nd he developed in earnest the illnevSS that had been 
a^^'f^naturely announced. The attention of the house 
concentrated upon him, and Manuella w^as left 
X to herself. Even those few days were sufficient to justify 
; I)r, Shorter. Porridge and cream, plain food and open 
^ air brought back the colour to the girl's cheeks, strengthen- 
ing her for what was in front. 

' Loetitia heard from Lady Sallust. Nominally she wnote 
; to inquire after Sir Hubert, really to tell of a letter from 
Waldo, in^^orway, in which he asked to be kept informed 
. of Sir Hubert's progress. Lady Sallust had cut out the 
extract arid enclosed it: 

I hof$ I am not considered a recaldtrand hmr, because 
I could not resist the salmon. Have you by any chance 
i'p':^$een my fiancee? Keep me posted in Wagner news. I 
be hack before the autumn/^ 

- Sahriit add§d 'her comomt i 
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I don’t understand this, but I am sure you will 
What about a quiet wedding in Scotland? Waldo is .| 
always incomprehensible. Fm not clear now why 'h^. ; 

went away. Was there any quarrel ? I will write him t;; 
anything you tell me. . . 

Albert arrived during the lull, very curious, quite 
prepared to be sympathetic to his sister or his stepmother, 
fun of his own affairs* Loetitia gave him her own vei'sion ; 
by this time she was quite persuaded it was the true one. 

He discovered she was keeping up a correspondence, 
secretly meeting a foreign musician. ...” 

” A musician 1 ” Even Albert was shocked that she 
should have so far forgotten herself. 

” You may be able to influence her. If she could be 
brought into a proper state of mind it seems Lord Lyssons 
is‘ prepared to come forward again. His affairs are in a 
shocking state. But, of course, it is one of the oldest 
earldoms. I have my hands full just now, so much 
correspondence, your father’s illness ; everything de- 
volves upon me. And in the height of the season, 

Perhaps you will succeed in bringing her to a 


her conduct. When you have spoken to her and niali^t 
it clear, you can tell her that I have heard from Lady 
Sallust, that I am myself writing to Loi'd Lyssons, and 
am conveying her regrets, her contrition. She must, 
of course, promise not to see or correspond with this 
dreadful person, to break off all intercourse with 
him. ...” 

Albert did his best in conveying this conversation to 
his sister, but he was not a persuasive person. 

“ I say, you know, this is simply tommy-rot.” He 
liked the expression and repeated it. “ Tommy-rot, I 
call it 1 Who is the bounder, anyivay ? You can't 
^ marry a musician — a chap with a name like a penny-ice- 
cream man.” 

” Who. said I was going to marry him ? ” 

Well, you’ll have to chuck it in the end; why don’t 
you do it npWi and jlet pie tell her it’s all settled ? Sheni 
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get Lord Lyssons back, bis affairs are in no end of a 
mess. . . . This other fellow, now, be isnT even a gentle- 
man. It isn’t worth the row. She is in the devil’s own 
rage. vShe says you are mad, she will get you locked 
up, she’s capable of it, you know. Sir William Bellairs 
whl say anything he is told. . 

^ So will you, it seems. I don’t care what she says, or 

4r does. I’m not a child any more. I never heard people 
talk like you all do about musicians. Harston Migotti 
^ is a genius. . . 

: , ‘^Genius be damned! I suppose you mean he’s 

: got long hair ! ” 

• She did not want to quarrel with Albert, nor he with 

'her, and she did not care in the least about Harston 
2^^' Migotti, although she defended him. She received almost 
. he had an idea now that she, was 

s being ^persecuted for Ms sake ; he wrote wonderful love- 

letters. It was really only in defiance of La^titia that she 
encouraged and answered them. 

‘ ^ . ‘'.You, are not going to make an absolute ass of \^our- 

self? You are not going to throw this bombshell, this 
' organ-grinder, at us.? ” 

; ; * . '' I’m going to do whatever I choose.” 

With reluctant admiration he said she’d got any amount 

‘‘'■■^'2-.^ 'pf pluck: 

V ’ •' You don’t mean a word of it, you know. But you 
v: i,/. , always did like fighting her.” 

^ - He was in no hurry to go to Lcetitia with the story of 
Manuella’s ‘defiance. He lounged about the grounds with 
his sister and went on talking ; although he had nothing 
; more illuminating to §ay than that it was ” rot,” or “ bally 
; . rot,” or “tommy-rot,” that she would have to “climb 
, dovm,” so “ why not do it at once ? ” and other similar 
,2, futilities. ' Ail through her childhood she had known 
Albert kdmired her when she fought Loetitia, although 
never, followed, her. .example. . .Lcetitia, slapped, her,. 

in those hsrfl' vinrliriixro anrl rlai? 


in those days, hard' vindictive slaps, and one day 

bitto haad. The solitaiy confine- 
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ment that followed was easy to bear, because Loetitia's 
hand bled when she bit it, and Albert had been asyed at 
her daring. 

You've always had pluck ; I wish I had.’^ 

Now the admiration came reluctantly, and was followed 
by a long tale of his own troubles and difficulties. They 
were utterly sordid, but he seemed to like talking about 
them. He said he had once been in love himself, when he 
was sixteen, with a “ boys' maid," as they wei'e called — 
a servant in his house at Eton, In exasperation she inter- 
rupted to say she had never been in love, she wasn't 
in love, didn't know what he meant. Then she grew 
scarlet, and so made him exclaim : 

“ What's the good of denying it ? Girls can't help 
falling in love ; it's a way they have. Why should you be 
different ? " 

He maundered about chorus-girls,, barmaids, girls in 
tobacconists' shops. She shut her ears against the 
sordid talk he poured into them. It was only when he 
said again that Loetitia was going to write to Lord Lyssons 
that she became excited. 

She is not to write to him. I won’t have it ; I forbid 
it. I swear I’ll run away with Harston Migotti if she 
does. He shan't think I've sent for him." 

" Tell her so yourself, then. I shan't ; I've got. to keep 
on good terms with her — got to, I tell you ! " 

She did not stop to think, for it was not her way. They 
would make him believe she wanted him, whether he 
cared for her or not ; that she was like the girls of whom 
Albert spoke, who had ho dignity. 

She made a Hying run to her stepmother's room, and 
broke in upon her without ceremony, 

" Albert says you are going to write to Lord Lyssons." 
Her face was flushed, her eyes full of tears and battle. 

" To what am I indebted for the honour of this visit ? " 
Lady Wagner rose wdien her stepdaughter came into the 
room. Her tones were icy. She thought she was digni- 
fied, and justified in resenting the intrusion on her 
solitude by this disgraced and disgraceful giri. Manuella 
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looked beautiful in this mood, but naturally Lady Wagner 
set no value on her beauty. She only saw the old obstinacy 
and evil temper. 

f' Are you going to write to him ? ” 

“ Would you kindly allow me at least the privilege of 
solitude ? Your behaviour becomes worse and worse. As 
I was telling your brother, it may become necessary to 
consult Sir William Bellairs. , . . Will you go ? ” 

" Not until you’ve answered me." 

" I am certainly thanking Lord Lyssons for his extra- 
ordinary delicacy, his consideration.” 

“ Asking him to come back ? ” 

.4" I will not be cross-questioned. I don’t know what 
things are coming to.” 

Don’t you ? Well, you can. They're coming to 
this : if you write to Lord Lyssons I’ll run away with 
Harston Migotti. I swear I will. I won’t be thrust on 
Lord Lyssons, He doesn’t care about me. . . .” She 
!^s beside hemelf, scarlet in the face. 

' ' " Who could ? ” Loetitia answered coldly. ‘‘ Not that 
that has anything to do with it ; he probably found you 
exceedingly forward. Care about you ! One would think 
you were k housemaid ! ” 

“ Of Course, the words had escaped Manuella unwittingly ; 

would have done anything to recall them. Perhaps 
her stepmother would put that in her letter, that she 
complained he did not care for her ! 

“ I swear I’ll run away with Harston Migotti if you 
write,” 

“lam not to be moved by threats. You are interrupt- 
ing my morning’s work. I wish you to mderstand that 
until you recollect yourself, and your duty to me and 
your father, until you leave off talking and thinking of 
, tiffs ‘disgusting person, I wish for no intercourse with you ; 
;ao intercourse to which I am not compelled. You will 
.^mObablY find he, too. will not wish to be burdened with 
«^,tf your father cuts you off with a shilling, as he will 
he will certdnly do, if you don’t alter your ways. 
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Manuella did not go. She stormed and raged, and even 
begged her stepmother not to write to Lord Lyssons. Her 
life seemed to hang on it. 

Loetitia remained calm. She kept her pen in her 
hand, her eyes on the paper before her, dipping it in the 
ink now and then, holding it suspended. ''How much 
longer/' she seemed to say, " how much longer are you 
going to stand there, saying those unlady-iike things, 
keeping me from my correspondence ? I have no more 
to say to you/' 

Manuella flung herself out of the room in the end, half 
maddened by this exasperating and contemptuous calm, 
banging the door behind her, confirming Loetitia^ s worst 
opinion of her manners. 

Albert met her outside. 

/' Didn't get any good out of her, I suppose ? 

She could not even speak to him. 

In the evening, ostentatiously placed upon the hall- 
table, ready for the post, in such a position that it ’ Wa^s. 
impossible to miss it, was a letter in Loetitia' s precise 
pointed hand- writing, addressed to the " Right Honourable^ 
the Earl of Lyssons/' . " 

At dinner Loetitia said she hoped Manuella had recovered 
herself. • ,, , 

At five o'clock the next morning, after a night of 
unreasoning rage, Manuella went from Gairoch, leaving 
girlhood behind her, and so much more, rushing into the 
unknown. It was the mood in which children commit 
suicide ; one reads of such cases. She could not breathe 
under the same roof as her stepmother. 

Claire packed her box, Barker took it to the station. 
Never would she forget the journey, nor recall it without 
the same shuddering sense of unreality and terror. She 
had told them that if Lord Lyssons was written to she 
would run away with Harston Migotti, and she was going 
to keep her word. 

She drove to the station at five o'clock in the morning. 
The two servants helped her, the others may have known 
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how to look the other way. Loetitia was not popular 
in the servants’ hall, and her treatment of the girl was 
commented upon freely. 

In the crawling local trains, changing from one to 
another, dodging the pursuit that never came, she 
had alternations of feeling, hot fits, cold apprehensions. 
Her courage and her cowardice raced together in her 
heart-beats. At every change she looked for a familiar 
face, for the one who might have been sent to bring her 
back. It was two days after she left Gairoch before she 
reached London. 

At home, at Gairoch, she was not missed until the 
morning was far advanced. Everyone in the house knew, 
save Lady Wagner and Sir Hubert. Her own maid told 
Lcetitia in the end^ — ^lier own maid, who was not without 
gratihcation at being able to convey bad ne%vs, who did 
her duty with gusto. 

Miss Wagner is not in her room, milady ; her bed 
has not been slept in. They are sa 3 dng in the house as she 
has run away.'' T thought your ladyship ought to know.’* 

Loetitia,' without her transformation, showing more 
skull than even Dr. Shorter had seen, changed colour, and 
the pink in her' nose deepened. For a wild moment she 
the girl had committed suicide. If that were 
an explanation of everything would be easy to find : 

Suicide whilst of mtsound mind But the voice of her 
maid went on : 

She must have gone by the early morning train to 
Pitlochrie. Nobody in the house knew nothing about it, 
but her box has gone, Mary says . . 

But Lady Wagner did not wish to h^r what the house- 
maid had said. When she collected her thoughts she 
became haughty and imperious, commanding that she was 
to I>e dressed quickly. 

'' No one is to go to Sir Hubert with this news. Tell 
,^.ge.h0usehoU so." I shall inform him myself. . . 

;<KsbeIieve 'the story, or even question it, was im- 
It was Just what the girl would haya done. 
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She had no shame, no feeling/' So said Loetitia as she 
hurried through her toilette, making up her mind mean- 
while — her inexorable mind. '' Miss Mincey-Pincey/' the 
Dutch children had called her in her governess days* 
The name suited her this morning befoi-e the transforma- 
tion was adjusted. Her lips were one narrow and blood- 
less line, she was as prim and stiff as if she had 
never captured the mining magnate, nor achieved the 
dignity of a married woman. All virginity was outraged. 
Manuella had run aw’^ay with her lover I She was an 

abandoned girl whose name must not be mentioned in the 
house." She came to this conclusion quickly, without 
consulting Sir Hubert or waiting to hear her bad opinion 
confirmed ; and she voiced it before she left the bedroom. 

“We shall wash our hands of her entirely. I have 
done all I could to save her. ..." She was not in the 
habit of talking to her maid, but the occasion was excep- 
tional. “ You will say that I do not wish the matter 
discussed." 

She might have had some difficulty with ‘ Sir Hubert. 
He did, indeed, make a protest, but Loetitia was so' anxious 
he should not agitate himself, so concerned as to the 
effect excitement might have upon him, that he imagined 
she knew something about his health which he did not 
know himself, that Sir William had told her, warned her. 
He insisted upon hearing what Sir William had said. 

“ Did he tell you there was any tendency to apoplexy ? 
I have had anything but a good night. These spots 
before my eyes are only a sign of biliousness. It is absurd 
to talk of washing our hands of her, of letting her go. 
She must be found ; must see what is to be done 
for them. Of course, I can't go up to London myself 
in this state. Albert must go. Did Sir William say 
anything about me that you are keeping back ? Do 
these spots mean anything ? My hands are a little shaky. 
I am not going to have a stroke, am 1 ? This news has 
shaken me. You don't recollect her mother.?. Of course 
you don’t i^ecollect her mother; what am I saying? I 
think you had better telegraph for Sir William,'' 
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Sir William said you must be kept very quiet : 
is a tendency for the blood to rush to the head/* 

Lcetitia used every weapon in her arsenal, tried de- 
liberately to frighten him, took everything out of his 
hands. By the end of the day he was nearly as ill as 
' he thought himself. Sir William charged two hundred 
guineas for the journey to Scotland, but what was money 
.'I when Sir Hubert Wagneris eyes did not focus, when he 
felt a loss of power in one hand, and began to speak 
incoherently ? Lady Wagner had some excuse for her 
decision that Manuella was not to be pursued. She had 
chosen to leave them ; her conduct had flung her father 
on a bed of sickness ; ** they would “ erase her name 
, from the archives of the famity; Albert should be their 
only child/* 

Loetitia never invented a phrase nor forgot one, and 
this was a juncture to which they all came appropriately. 
It was comparatively easy to act as she desired. Fear 
‘or e;^citemeut, treatment,- or his’ sixty-fifth year, were 
r^ppfesible for a slight stroke. Even Sir William Bellairs 
was able to diagnose it. Many days afterwards, before 
that little rupture in the brain was fully healed, Loetitia 
showed him an announcement of the marriage in a registry 
of Manuella Wagner and Harston Migotti/* 

And she has never even written, she has made no 
Inquiry, although the papers have been full of your illness, 
I have heard from everybody ; we have been inundated 
with telegrams, and most kind inquiries. But your 
daughter has ignored you entirely, . , ,** 

It may have been true, Manuella may not have written. 
Loetitia can have the benefit of the doubt. Sir Hubert 
‘ in his weakness, fell to whimpering, and said Loetitia was 
;■ right ; she was an ungrateful daughter, 

onwards, under fostering, what had 
, ,\,^^^^i^%P<>chondria’ became something very like mono- 
Sir Hubert was really in no condition to r^ist 
defend Ms daughter; he could think of 
;.»Mng but his health. 














CHAPTER Xll 


M ANUELLA arrived at Eustoii two days after she 
had left Gairoch, her passion and herself exhausted, 
nothing but her obstinacy strong. She had telegraphed 
to Harston Migotti to meet her. He had asked her to 
come to him, and rather than Lord Lyssons should 
know she cared for him, she was here. ,, 

She looked for him, putting her head out of the 
clows, straining her eyes, even before the train came to a* 
standstill in the station. Then she got out and looked up 
and down the platform. He was not there. 

'' Any luggage, miss ? She was irresolute. The 
porter found her box, shouldered it, and waited for 
direction. 

'' Fd better have a cab.'' The telegram might have 
miscarried ; she had given it to a little paper boy only a 
few hours ago. 

'' Where to ? Where shall I tell him to drive ? 
Thank you, miss.'' She tipped him, then hesitated an 
imperceptible moment. 

'' Tell him to drive to the nearest hotel." 

" ' Temperance ' ? " 

There were several temperance hotels in the neighbour- 
hood, and they seemed to the man, grey-haired, and with 
a family of his own, more suitable to her youth than the 
Euston." She was travel-stained and not weE dressed 
and ha gave her the best advice ha knew. 
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“ Yes» No. An5wliere I she answered. 

I should try ‘ Leeson's/ '' lie said;^ it's a very 
respectable house, miss/' he said confidentially. 

“Lookin' for a situation/’ was Ms siimmaiy of the 
position, new to London/’ 

When the cab pulled up at the sordid house and she got 
out, her heart sank, her tired eyes filled with tears. She 
-‘^i,yras ashamed of herself when she felt those tears in her 
eyes, and recognized the cause. “ Leeson's ” was so unlike 
Stone House, or Gairoch. But her whole life was going 
to be unlike the life she had led lately ; she had known 
that all along. Nevertheless, the outside impression of 
this third-class temperance hotel, or boarding-house, 
made her heart sink. The cabman lum]}ered rheumatic- 
ally off his seat to help with her box. She rang, and a 
German waiter, young, not over clean, answered the 
beM 

Can Tiave a room ? Have you got rooms ? 

'' I, will callMr. Leeson/’ 

She did nbt hear the name, she was nervous, anxious 
that no ^one should, see it, pretending self-possession. 
She overpaid , the cabman, following her box and the 
German waiter into the hall that smelt of mutton or 
^ ' cindla-grease, or many lodgers. She sat on a wooden 
■'' ^‘lcha^r in the- hall whilst the proprietor was being fetched. 
The desire to cry had left her ; she was entirely occupied 
in keeping up the appearance of self-possession, as if all 
tliat was happening was nothing new to her. She need 
not have troubled. Mr. Leeson W'-as reprcvsented by Ins 
wife, a civil woman, with rheumy eyes, who was entirely 
commonplace, except for her tenses. These were 
. .^otesque, and misrepresented her mind. 

Would you be wanting a sitting-room as well as a 
j^room ? And what were you thinking of paying ? ” 

Mauuelia had not the slightest idea, but answered 

they good rooms ? ” ' ' 

®?haps you would like to see Them? 

Hre rbeuniy-eyed.wppmn ^ turned a 
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bent back, covered by a brown blonse irregularly hooked 
up, showing gaps, and led the way upstairs. 

She opened the door of a front room, where there were 
walnut- wood chairs and sideboard, saddlebag sofa, and 
the same smell that dominated the hall 

The bedroom is behind ; thcrell be a double bed in it. 
How long would you be wanting it for ? '' Mrs. Leeson 
was only mildly interrogative. Manuella covered her.^, 
inability to reply by asking what was the price. 

They would be two guineas and a half a week. We 
could not do it for less than that, and a shilling a day for 
the kitchen fire. Washing will be extra. How long did 
you say it would be for ? 

Manuella agreed to the terms ; she had not the least 
idea whether they were dear or cheap. 

'' FU take them/' she said indecisively. The woman, 
looked at her for the first time with something approach- 
ing personal interest. This strange young person had 
not tried to make the bargain which had been allowed 
for in the quotation and was customary. She had not 
looked into the bedroom nor asked any questions. 

Then you'd like your box brought up. Frits; will 
uncord it for you." In this locality boxes were corded, . 
not strapped. "The dining-room is downstairs;, dinner 
is at one. Can I get you anything before I go ? " 

" Can't I have my dinner sent upstairs ? " 

" Oh, yes, But it's extra — sixpence extra for meals 
served in the rooms. Fll tell Fritz to bring you up the 
tariff ; it's all wrote down." 

Slowly Mrs. Leeson woke up to the fact of there being 
something unusual about her new lodger ; she began to 
be suspicious, not that it was " any affair of hers/' 
Nothing was very definitely any affair of hers except 
making a living profit in a house where there was no drink 
served, an almost hopeless task. 

« " We shut up the house at eleven o’clock. If you are 
out after that me or my husband sits up, but ..." 

" Oh, I shan’t be out," she answered hastily. 

Mrs* Leeson withdrew. « . , • 
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I don’t know what to make of her/’ she said to Iier 
husband later ; '' she seems respectable. It’s a big box 
she has with her ; Fritz could hardly get it up the stairs.” 

Did you ask her to pay in advance ? ” 

''She is not that sort. Looks more like a runaway 
to me, as if she’s run away from school. She says she 
wants us to send off a letter as soon as she has written 
I it. That’ll be to a young man, Tm thinking. If s not 
our affair.” 

" Not so long as she pays her way,” Mr. Leeson agreed, 
taking his long churchwarden out of his mouth and 
preparing to argue. Argument was his principal contri- 
bution to the work of the house. 

” Her dinner is to be sent up to her room.” 

*' Then FU step up with it myself. There’s no knowing.” 
The last sentence was cryptogrammatic, and intentionally 
controversial. But Mrs. Leeson kept her mouth aggra- 
vatingly shut, looked at the mutton x"oasting in the oven, 
and shut the iron door with a bang, 

Mr, Leeson’s curiosity made him as good as his word 
By fhe^time he brought up the dinner Manuella had 
removed her hat and her travel-stained clothes, washed 
in. cold water with yellow soap, taken down her hair, 
l^t^hed and put it up again, and changed into a wMte em- 
“^Idered dress that was one of the triumphs of Lucille’s 
"^atelier, a trousseau dress. 

" She looks like a young lady, that’s what she looks 
like, and a rare and ’ansome one,” was Mr. Leeson’s report, 
when he had finished laying the cloth, adjusting the dingy 
cutlery, putting two straw mats on the table, to prevent 
the hot dishes leaving a mark, and gone downstairs to 
idctch the " cut from the joint and the two veges 1 ” 

He was a long time returning, and while she was waiting 
.fMantiella wrote a letter. She was sure now the telegram 
had miscarried. At first she thought she would send a 
with the note, then that it would be better posted, 
the time came when she would sea him the 
dreaded the meeting. It was absurd, because 
.-come here? • Why had run away^ but' 
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to join him ? It was absurd, but it was true. She was 
filled with fears, misgivings, a suddenly reared and hj^dra- 
headed modesty. She had to send for him, but she did 
not want him to come. Inside she was cold, trembling, 
frightened at what she was about to do. Outwardly she 
kept her self-control. 

“Have this letter posted at once, please; it is very 
Important,’' she said, when Mr. Leesoii reappeared., 
perspiring, but prepared to be friendly. 

“ Fm passing that way this afternoon, miss. Til drop it 
for you. You'll be in an 'urry for the answer." 

Having said it was important, she would not tell him 
there was no hurry. She bolted her dinner, for there 
was no saying how soon Harston Migotti would be here. 
She had only “written that she was here in London. He 
was a stranger to her, little more than a stranger. There 
was no beginning and no end to her letter ; she did hot 
know what to call him, or how to sign herself. She knew 
nothing intimately about him. 

He was not surprised to get her letter, hot nearly as 
surprised as she was to have written it. He.^came 
quickly as possible from his rooms in Bedford Square. " 

Manuella had a first overwhelming moment of terror 
when he came in. What had she done ? Had he. meant 
it when he implored her to come ? Was it true he 
really in love with her ? But the thought was only 
momentary. His personality was so overwhelming that 
there was not room for hers. 

“ But here you are 1 How wonderful it is ! I have 
not been able to work, to play, or to compose 1 " She 
did not respond to his embraces, shrinking from them 
rather ; she could not understand that all this was 
happening to her. He soothed what he imagined to be 
her fears. 

“We will be married as quickly as possible. I have a 
friend, quite a great friend, and he will tell us how it is 
to be done. Oh 1 how I long that you are my wife \ I 
scarcely believed you would come. And yet, ever sino^ 

I had your letter^ your first deai letter, that J kissed and 
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kissed again, I have felt more than happj^ ... I have 
. known that you loved me. ...” 

She tried to” believe it was true, and that that was 
why she had coma ; he was really a genius, and of course 
he loved her, he was telling her so all the time. She 
could see nothing be^^ond the immediate present, 
desperately refusing to look. 

An amazing few days followed. Harston was with her 
r: all. the time, embracing her, playing to her on the dreadful 

cottage piano, out of date and out of tune, talking 
to her about himself, about his opera, about Madame 
Liebius,' whom he actually brought to see her, and about 
Gerald Streatfield, who was his best friend, his good 
English friend, who would arrange that they should marry 
as soon as the law — ^the strange English law — allowed. 

Madame Liebius, who was the kindest-hearted soul in 
the world, was kinder than possible to Manuella. 

And you have come all the way from Scotland to 
marry our Migotti, our wonder boy. I never thought 
that he would have fallen in love like this. 011 1 but 
you .are. lovely, my child. And he tells me that you can 
sing, and that 'your father is that Sir Hubert Wagner, at 
whose great house I sang and he played the Trio ! Of 
oourse I remember now — ^you came in the artists' room. 
Ycit have run away to marry Migotti. Wunderschonl 
Ah ! but he will make a great name. Have you heard 
^ his symphony ? What am I to do for you both ? Will 

you leave this so strange house ? ” She looked around 
her with obvious distaste. “ Will yon come back to 
my hotel with me? Of course I shall go with you to 
■ the church, or to the 0f8.ee, if you are not married in a 
I have known Harston since he was a baby; 
t "since he played when he could not reach the piano, but 

f^t upon my lap to touch the keys. At Kreuznach they 
^ called him the infant Mozart. You will be proud to have 
^ husband, will you not ? But you are brave, very 
S home. I love romance. I 

am ‘romantic. * ; . : 

impossible* Always 
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Manuella thought that she would wake up and find none 
of it was true, that she was back in Stone House, or at 
Gairoch; that Lord Lyssons would come in, tease her, 
tell her he had come to fetch her. She dreamed of him 
every night, although Harston Migotti was with her every 
day, and she was. going to marry him in less than a week ! 

The Leesons knew everything now and that it was a 
runaway marriage. Romance and sentiment are the two- 
great dominating factors of English life, without which 
the lower orders would all be Socialists, and unrest grow 
quickly to revolution. Now the overworked chamber- 
maid, the workhouse boy who did the duties of hall- 
porter, the proprietor who had never been solvent since 
he came into business, and his wife who agreed it was 

ail the fault of them moneyed men who made the 
laws/' knew that what they had dreamed of all their 
lives was in their midst. The two young people had 
good service,, no one forgot to knock at the-d5or before 
entering, willing feet ran to their call ; they created and 
diffused their own light and heat, and the whole dingy 
house was warmed and illuminated. 

It was managed very quickly. Before she realized 
the moment had come Harston called for her, and 
there, waiting in the Registry Office were Madame Liebius 
and Gerald Streatfield, and a man behind a big desk, 
who looked like a superannuated clerk. The short 
ceremony seemed to be all over before it began. She was 
Harston Migotti’ s wife ; she was actually married, a thick 
gold w'edding-ring was on her linger I 

The day before Gerald Streatlield had talked enthu- 
siastically of Harston. 

'' I never thought of such a tiling as marriage for him. 
Such men as he generally live alone ; they must live 
alone, you know. Half the time they are not there at 
all, not where we are, I mean. But you understand, of 
course you understand him. I was all against his mar- 
riage at first ; but when I saw. you, I said.: ‘ She knows, 
she understands him.' . I saw you were not in love with 
Mm^.not, in the ordinary way.,, like a sentimental schoolgirh 
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But your eyes watch him, your beautiful sombre eyes ; 
it is not your own happiness you are thinking of. I can 
see that. He wants you, needs you. In some things 
he is the merest boy, he has the heart of a child and the 
mind of a superman. He tells me you have a wonderful 
voice. I hope you do not intend to sing in public. 0£ 
course, if he wishes it, if it is his music, but really to 
"^marry Harston Migotti is a profession, a vocation in itself/ 
‘ ■ One has to watch constantly, and understand, and fall in 
with all his moods. . . 

After the colourless strange words that made them man 
and wife, there was the lunch that Madame Liebius gave 
in the restaurant of the Rit^,’' where everybody stared 
at Madame Liebius or at Harston, where Manuella's plate 
was heaped and heaped again with things she did not eat ; 
when she drank champagne and saw faces that she knew, 
surprised incredulous faces from that Stone House worlds 
recognizing ^and not recognizing her, melting away and 
^ leaving only 'Harston Migotti, to whom she was married, 
./ who was entirely strange to her. 

She, drove in Madame Liebius’ s brougham to Padding- 
ton. Madame Liebius kissed her many times, perhaps 
too warml}?*- Madame Liebius had the ample proportions 
of a^ontralto, and had lunched generously. 

1 but you will take care of him, you will not let 
ever be sorry. You are a dear, dear girl, and I 
you very much. It is an experiment, for he will 
be like other men. But everything is well— it is 
Tiyery well, of course. You will care for him, he takes 
no care of himself, of the times for his meals. . . She 
kissed and praised her because she would look after 
-^Hmston Migotti’s meals and clothes, and lighten the long 
. 'hours that he worked, 

i- At Paddington Gerald and Harston were waiting for 
^ , them. They had gone on earlier in a motor-cab, reserved 
;i’ |. ;a carriage, and registered the luggage. Harston was 
; he held his hat in his hand, Ms tMck crisp hair, 
and longer than is customary with most English- 
||/P^^}m^.un^vered during the whole lime he stood on 
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the platform. Many people turned to look at him. It 
was a noble head, an interesting face. His friends 
saw him with a halo, but even without it the massive 
features and fine brow made him sufficiently remarkable. 
They talked of him, as if she were of no moment, a 
subsidiary, of little- personal account, something he 
suddenly needed, and that they were glad he would 
have. She wondered if he, too, was thinking that. He 
smiled radiantly when he saw her. 

'' Isn't she lovely ? " he asked Gerald and Madame 
Liebius. He would have asked it of the bystanders if 
they would have listened to him. Then he kissed her 
cheek, both cheeks, before everybody ! He kissed Gerald, 
too, in the same way before he got into the reserved 
carriage ; this rather shocked her although she was so 
numbed and strange. That Madame Liebius should kiss 
him was more natural. 

OhJ you boy, you dear, dear boy. , . Madame 
Liebius was almost crying. As for Gerald, he may have 
coloured when Mgotti Idssed liim, but all he said was 
"'This will make history, you know.” 

You will come and see us on Sunday, you will both 
of you come down ? ” Harston called to them out of the 
window as the train moved off. Madame Liebius^, was 
wiping away her tears, Gerald waving his hat to ppra. 
It was understood they would come. The bridal 
were only going to Wargrave, Wargrave-on-Tham^^ 
Gerald had arranged their honeymoon. 

The guard blew Ms whistle, waved his‘ p*een flag. . Tlr 
Now they were alone, man and wife; little more than 
boy and girl, but man and wife nevertheless, although 
when Manuella looked at her husband she saw a stranger. 




CHAPTER Xm 

T he George Inn at Wargrave, where the honeymoon 
was to be spent, is a long, two-storied house, 
built at the worst period of early Victorian architecture, 
and redecorated when it had deteriorated further* The 
bedrooms are low, but without compensating width. 
Thei'e are no bathrooms, nor is hot water* handy, while 
the sanitary* arrangements ai'e primitive; candles gutter 
in pewtei* tandJesticks on a table at the top of the stairs. 
The new wall-papers are Mdeously yellow, or unwhole- 
somely terra-cotta, with huge unnatural flowers for 
design-. There are compensations, howwer. The broad 
riveJv sweeps by the bedroom windows ; every day save 
Sunday there is peace in the garden that slopes to it, 
charm in the rafts to which the boats arc moored. On 
Sundays men and maidens in boating costumes sit with 
their tea or their beer, and rest awhile from pulling their 
> . boats up the river or down the river. These young men 

and maidens have the lust of movement. If they are at 
Wargrave they must go to Henley, or even to Sonning ; 

: it is not enough for them to drift into the backwater, tie 

W -- : boats and be still. They want to take off their 

\ coats, roll up their sleeves, row, and get into a perspiration 

Wargrave is a favourite haunt, 

K srerowded for week-ends in July 

)tember. 

built, badly furnished though it 


it: 
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may be, is admirably administered. There are no dirty 
German waiters, but trim clean English maids, with the 
spirit of alacrity in serving ; the substantial English fare 
is of the best quality, abundant and well cooked. It was 
a good place in which to spend a honeymoon, Harston 
Migotti and Manuella had it almost to themselves i the 
flowing river, the quiet backwater, the warm and mellow 
autumn. In the baclwater the sun shone through the 
shifting leaves of the willows, the water plashed against 
the boat, now a water-rat made a quick irregular course 
from bank to bank ; a wagtail showed its sudden black 
and white against the green ; a blackbird or a linnet 
peeped upon them. But for the most part they saw 
nothing but Harston Migotti. Both of them saw the 
same ; that was perhaps inevitable. 

Manuella knew, before she had been married many 
hours, that she had committed a crime in marrying him, 
wronging him hardly less than herself. If had not 
known it before, she knew it when. Waldo's letter came to 
her, the answer to Loetitia's, forwarded by some friendly 
or unfriendly hand from Gairoch. Waldo wrqt^ better 
than he spoke, he did not halt with his pen. SHe could 
even read between the lines, for those few d^ys of her 
marriage had sharpened all her faculties, showing her' her 
irretrievable folly, Waldo's letter told her every|hing 
she wanted to know, but had not waited to hear. He 
did love her. Whether he laughed or bantered, went 
away or stayed, mattered nothing. He made it clear 
that he loved her, had only tried to do what was best 
for her. 

I know I can take care of you if you will trust yourself 
to me. I want you to be happy, to be again the girl 
1 met in the boat. I'll take you to Rhodesia, anywhere 
you want to go. I think I understand you now better 
than I did when I was in London; I love your passion 
and your pride. Child that you are, you must not be 
proud with me. You gave me your lips I Oh I my dear 
generous one ! That was the moment of my life. Wait 
for me, -think of me, get over y-bur pride,; dr Iceep and let 
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me share it. Now that I am awa}^ from yon, I know you 
care for me, and I'll make you glad of it even if then yon 
were a little ashameck Sweetheart, I'm a duffer at talk- 
ing, there has never been anyone to whom I could talk, 
so Fve played Tom Fool and stood outside. You know 
where you are with me, don't you ? In my heart of hearts, 
and no one has ever been there before you. I wish I were 
younger, handsomer, more like that musician of yours ; 
but, as I am, I believe you care about. me. It is very 
wonderful, and I ought perhaps not to believe it. But 
you kissed me, you let me kiss you, and you are my 
Manuella, beautifully impulsive, natural, honest. Girlie, 
when may I come back, when will that pride melt again 
' as once in June ' ? It doesn't seem a long time ago ; 
I often see you in my dreams. . . /' 

She had been manied three days, and if one looked at her 
one w^ould have thought she had been through an illness., 
But Harston Migotti, her husband, noticed nothing, for 
he was absorbed in explaining himself to her. 

Her answer to Waldo was brief : 

^ I've just got your letter. I married Harston Migotti 
* registry office nearly a week ago. You were quite 
right;' it was my pride, and there isn't any of it left. I 
didn't know you loved me, only that I loved you, and 
wanted to hide it. I ran away to Hai'ston Migotti because 
I was in a rage with my stepmother ; that's the truth. 
I'm going to do my best, my very best, that he should 
never know it. Goodbye, don't wite to me ever again ; 
I've got to live it through. My stepmother would say : 

' As I've made my bed I must lie upon it.' I wish I were 
l3?ing cold upon it/' 

It was true she wished it after she had Waldo's letter. 
This time, at least, she was utterly candid with him. 

' She told him not to write to her again ; she had to put 
' him out of her mind, out of her heart. 

been, often said that there is no phenomenon in 
\;.;.hafhre tehiarkable than the difierence in perspective . 
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between a genius in the distance and a genins in the near- 
ness of the domestic circle. It is not necessary to go back 
to the time of Milton. Biographies, letters, innumerable 
diaries, show the greatest philosopher of his age wrangling 
with his wife over petty details of domestic economy, 
morbidly selfish, and still more morbidly introspective, 
his indigestion assuming the proportions of a disaster, 
and finally of tragedy. And only yesterday the fierce 
searchlight of the Divorce Court was turned upon an 
interior where was seen a man who for half a century 
had held the nation entranced with the magic of his art, 
living side by side, but never together, with an unhappy 
and neglected woman he could not hold from throwing up 
the impossible part of pretending any longer to be bis 
loving or faithful wife ; a woman estranged by long 
silences and queer subtle inhumanities. 

What distinguished Harston Migotti from his fellows 
was his simplicity, his ingenuousness, and, of course, his 
youth. That, in the effulgence of his genius, his wife or 
comrade would be eclipsed seemed to Mm inevitable. He 
had a gift for the world. At the best, the wife of such a 
man could have only a gift for him. And perhaps if she , , 
had loved him, however clearly she had seen his att|turfe , 
of mind towards her, she would have accepted ^ 

right one. As it was, she only saw that he was under 
a misapprehension, and one that must never 'be put 
right. 

After Manuella had had Waldo's letter and answered it, 
there seemed nothing she desired more strongly than to 
prove to him, to Lord Lyssons who would never know, 
and to herself who must have this solace, that it was true 
she was ” honest," Passionate she had been, wrong- 
headed and impetuous. She had wronged Harston little 
less than herself. She had to amend that wrong, to see 
that he missed nothing, to meet his needs, Madame 
Liebius and Gerald Streatfield had told her how tMs was 
to be done, although she had not understood them at once. 

If she had a personality, it was to be effaced,' subordinated. , 
If her married life was to be a duet, it was one in which 
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she must always play the bass ; if they were to be one, 
he was the one the5^ must be. 

At eighteen the lesson of personal insignificance is a 
difficult one to learn. Harston Migotti, her young genius 
of a husband, did not know that all the time in these first 
days of his honeymoon he was teaching it to lier. He 
often said how much in love with her he was, and talked 
of the emotions she gave him and the influence they 
would have upon Ms art. 

Although he insisted he was an Englishman, with an 
English father, and, notwithstanding his Italian mother, 
he had the German attitude of mind towards women. 
When his passions moved him he took the response for 
granted. When they \valked out, he went always a little 
,>ahead. When he talked, he rarely waited for an answer. 

And how he .talked ! He could be silent equally ovei"« 
whelmingly, but this she did not learn so soon. During 
that first week at Wargrave, she heard all the story of 
his.life. -He talked of it^ at breakfast and again at dinner, 

• lay, in the bottom of the boat and dilated upon its sig- 
nificance ; walked between the hedges in the English 
lanes in‘ 'gloaming or even- time, and said there would 
come a day when the romance of his life could not be 
hiddem- 

'' It is leader of the people I should be perhaps, but 
instead,: I will write their music. A man once saidjhe 
cared, not who made the people's laws if he could make 
their ballads. It is not ballads I will write, but a National 
Music ; the whole spirit of England shall be in my songs, 

. already it is in all my ' Chariot Queen. . . " 

She knew that she had made a mistake, blundered 
irreparably. EverytMng that was fine in her — and but 
for her stepmother all might have been fine — W’-ent to 
' filament with which to hide the knowledge upon which 
- " ‘;»*^,she would fain not look; she spun cocoon hiding-places 
.-.f ^^^or it ; someday a buttei^fiy might emerge, very rare and 
all she must do was to spin a hiding- 
for her niistake. 

.had |Pt’. been a. religious girl, but in her loneliness 
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she felt the necessity of prayer. She began to pray ; 
it was really only a wild call for help, but this was the 
form it took, Oh, God, help me to be a good wife to 
himl/' These were the words in which she clothed her 
self-doubt. She prayed that his egotism should become 
her egotism, that she should not begin to criticize him. 

I want to be good/' she cried, in the passion of revolt 
. and revelation of those early days of her marriage. Help 
me to do iny duty to him, to give myself up completely. 
Make me a good mie, dear God 1 I want to be better 
than I have been, not to be always sorry and . . . and 
ashamed. I didn't know what I was doing. ... I didn't 
understand. Help me, God!" 

Blindly she had run away, bungled into a morass ; 
now she was desperate to find a plank. 

'' If I do everythiiig he wants, if I never tliink at aU 
about myself, and live only for him, it will get better ? 

I can't always have this pain at my heart, i will be 
good. ..." . . . ... 

She was already a woman, but it was the? child's heart-.- 
that prayed. Later on she found her strength in action 
and not in prayer. It was the pain of dying childhood 
that cried and she soon rid herself of the habit. 

Tins was a man of genius to whom she had given herself, 
a young genius, to whose first passion she was dedicate, 
consecrate or a mere sacrifice. Her eyes knew hot burning 
tears, her lips framed prayers, but only at first, 

"^This will enrich all my art," he whispered. 

I must do whatever he says," her desperate conscience 
answered. " I ran away from home to marry him ; it 
is all my own fault." 

The story of Harston Migotti's life, told to Manuella 
at such length in these honeymoon daj^s, can be made 
quite short. BeMnd the story can be seen his ideals, his 
dreams, and what inspired them. Justice must be done - 
to him, he had a strange origin. 

Plis first remembrance was of being one of a little family, 
himself the smallest of them all, in Darmstadt, The 
mother, whom he called MuUerchen/' but whom he 
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always fcaew was not his mother, sang in the theatre. 
She was Italian, but sang in the German manner, and 
in Wagner's operas ; he did not know^ how he heard that, 
but he told it to Manuella as one of his earliest recollec- 
tions. Her German husband was one of the first violins 
in the orchestra, and from the time Harston could hear 
at all, it was always music he heard. Before he was 
five years old he could play, not only the violin, but the 
piano, and all the people that came to the little house 
called him '' The Infant Mozart." 

Once, and it was not a thing a dreamer of five yeai*s 
old could forget, he heard '' MiiUcfchen'' say in Itdian, 
which was the first language he learned : " One day he 
will be a king among musicians." And her husband, 
who played the violin, and taught him, whom he loved, 
and looked up to as a child looks up to his master, 

' answered laconically, Ms finger on a string : 

• If he had his rights, it would not be among musicians 
oidy that he would be a king." 

A belief in some gi*and and mysterious origin grew with 
his .growth. He was many years older befoi*e he knew 
that he had no rights, no rights at all, not to the name he 
bore, nor to any name. But by this time the knowledge 
could not hurt him, for he had Ms own kingdom, playing 
by hi#' adopted father's side. In the early years he loved 
the piano more than the violin. But what he loved most 
of all was playing his own dreams, the harmonies that 
came to him. Wide and luminous was that kingdom of 
Ms, full of glory. He was conscious of high destiny. 
What is bastaidj?" to the gods ? 

The blood of an English prince ran in his own veins, 
and soon he knew it was to England he would take his 
. gift. He learned the language and Mstory of this 
“country ; was it not Ms own ? At eighteen he spoke 
-Engsh almost fluently. The acquisition of languages 
caine naturally to Mm. He had no hesitation in telling 
hew wife how easily he learned, and that all Darmstadt 
.^!^as..proud^of .him. 

I walked in the streets everyone knew, me 
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and turned to look. At five yean^ old I was as beautiful 
as an angel My hair hung in curls, like pale gold with 
the sun on it. I was dressed always in velvet . . 

Manuella saw the vision he conjured up — ^the Wonder 
Child, like Mozart, vdth the width between his blue eyes, 
and the broad white brows. She saw hiin as he played 
too ; the little fingers on the ke^^s, the rapt expression. 
Harston told her of that quite simply. 

" When I played I was absorbed in the music. Some- 
times they said I was like John the Baptist, but more 
often that I was like Mozart. . . 

It seemed there had always been money for his educa- 
tion ; some protecting hand from afar stretched out over 
those early years. 

'' I cannot remember when I first heard that my mother 
died when I was born. She was Muiterchm's younger sister. 
Before she made her first appearance in Opera she met 
the Mnce. He was only eighteen, and she a year younger* 
Ah 1 but theirs was a short love dream ! '' 

There was a tradition in the Darmstadt family of a 
wholly unexpected visit, wholly unexpected, because it 
was understood that it was always to be a secret who 
was the father of the child they had adopted. 

When he came, all the papers were full of the great 
wedding pi-eparations being made for him in Bs om 
country. Afterwards they heard there had been a short 
paragi'aph announcing that the bridegroom had con- 
tracted a chill, and was confined to his room for a few 
days. He may have been ill ; everybody knew his heart 
was not in the marriage. But when the papers said he 
was confined to his room, he made that hurried surrep- 
titious journey to see his son, to bid good-bye to the old 
life before entering on the new. M utter chen said he 
looked very young, slender, fair, not at all happy. 

Sometimes I seem to remember him. I know he ex- ^ 
clMmed : ' Why, he is quite a little Englishman ! * 
That was because my hair was so fair. They all remember, 
he said that. Very soon afterwards came the news of his 
death from pneumonia/' . 
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Harston had an income ; he spoke of it carelessly ; 
it had always been enough for his needs. He told her 
that money would come qnicldy enough when the opera 
was finished. In the meantime, three hundred a year 
was almost a fortune. He had really been well educated, 
although music had stood in the way of his studies. He 
spoke regretfully of a young English tutor who had 
tried to teach him Latin and Greek. No expense had 
been spared. Then Steinhault came to Darmstadt, and 
diverted all his life, creating new ambitions. He w^anted 
to be Steinhault's pupil, but the master no longer 
took pupils. Harston told his young wife how he had 
first played to Steinhault. 

He was smoking, steadily puffing awaj^ at his pipe, 
indifferent. I played and he puffed. I began to im- 
provise, he left off puffing. I forgot to think about him, 
and put my life and my soul into my playing. ' But you 
are a ypiingiool/ was dl he said, * you cannot play at all. 
Find me matches. My pipe has gone ouV After that 
he tlixust me ' from the piano-stool and played himself ; 
he played 4o me — ^to me alone ! There is no one like 
Steinhault ; some day you shall know him." 

I %eant him to take me as . his pupil," he told 
Manuella^simply. '' I always get wffiat I want," he added, 
just as'iifnply. And up to now it had been true. He won 
Steinhault, and much, later, when he had learnt all Stein- 
hault cwld teach him, he won what was far more difficult, 
the freedom to leave him. 

" And now I have you," he finished triumphantly. His 
hand caressed her hair. The soft warmth of her brought 
‘ keen, sweet, new pleasures to him ; already he heard 
them in the violins. Love was for strings, he knew that 
already. He had Imown it before, through Wagner ; but 
^ • iie understood it better now. 

had travelled far with Steinhault, serving and 
fearnlpg. Three times to America, on long concert 
' f'lours throughout the States, in Russia twice, and at last, 
ago, he came to England by himself, 
h^e he had stayed. Not SteinhaulFs insistent letters, 
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nor all his rage, remonstrance and appeal, could move him 
from his choice, 

“ It is my country/' I wrote him, “ my own country. 
It is here I will stay, and grow more at home in the 
language, and study, and it is here I will make my name. 
In their folk songs I hear their National music, the dumb 
sleeping music of their nation. I will do for this, my 
father’s country, what Beethoven, Wagner and Schubert 
have done for Germany, Grieg for Scandinavia, Tschai- 
kowsky for Russia, Debussy for France. I will do all 
this and more. People shall come from far off to hear 
any English music, even as they go now to Bayreuth to 
hear Wagner’s.” 

Steinhaiilt still protested ; the pianist, who had neither 
kith nor kin, commanded, coaxed, stormed at the boy’s 
resolution. 

You shall be my son,” he wrote. Harston told this 
part lightly, but Manuella understood that the har^sh man 
who growled and stormed but never praised, had grown 
attached to the Wonder Boy ” who had .ipllowed him 
round the world. ' ^ ; 

” He could teach me no more. I knew I should never 
play as he played, no one else can play with jiist that 
technique. I have more expression ; I interpret, in my 
own way, and when I am in a mood. The othqr night, 
now, it was to you I was playing ; no one cohld have 
played the Trio as I played it that night, not Stein- 
hault himself. He would have played it better, perhaps, 
but not so wonderfully, you understand. It is I who sway 
the emotions, Steinhault who moves the intellect.” 

That was almost all the story. He had abandoned 
Steinhault almost as easily as he had abandoned the 
Darmstadters, who had so proudly nurtured his youth. 
The path of a genius is wide and lonely, and what he sees 
is always far off, in the dim distance. Always in the 
stretch of fixmament above him the sun is behind clouds. 
It is to fling a radiant glory on his journey’s end, the 
journey that never ends. 

” I . could have had engagements. Madame Liebius 
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is also a sister of ' Mutterchm,' a still younger sister. I 
could always have played her accompaniments. But 
that night, that night at your father's house, was the 
only time I have played for her in public. All the other 
time, all these two years, I have been studjdng your 
. language, your folk-songs, the songs of your country- 
side* 

'' To leave Steinhault, to stay in England was an 
impulse ; but now I know it was Providence that guid(3d 
me, that always guides men like me. All of a sudden that 
night, when no one knew me in the room, and no soul 
in your great hall, it came to me that I must play to them, 
must let them hear me. I Imew how it would be. But in 
the end it was to you I played. Now I continue to write. 
Your England will have its National music, its great 
opera that will be greater than the Niebelungen Ring, We 
will go home soon now, my little wife, it is singing in my 
;ears . all the time, the song moUf of my opera. It is 
the ‘ Wedding March ' that interrupted it. But now the 
' Wedding March ' is written ; I have finished wdth it. 
us home.” 

That evening, the evening he said the ” Wedding 
" March ” was no longer in his head, distracting him, they 
stood together on the verandah. The words he had used 
, , mwittingiy struck cold on her hot heart. He stood 
■ silent byj^her side. She saw the moon!s reflection on the 
water, mid the shadows stretch from the backwater. 
. black, the rising mist was grey and sad, 

gre 3 mess and sadness were the life to which 
would return with Mm. Already she had kamt, 
^ knew that when he was silent she must not speak. 

R was in silence he heard his music. All the rare sounds 
by day, reeds and rushes purling, leaves swaying, water 
plashing; ail the mysterious murmur of night, peewits 
J twittering, wind in the tree tops, the rumble of a distant 
resolved theihselves for him into harmonies and 
into his ^ English music. 

1 he said. '' Hush I I hear rain.” 

^ minutes it was upon ttem, plashing in 
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great drops on the broad surface of the river. At iirst 
it was good to see it fall, making strange lights and 
sounds in the water, strange shapes too, circles and 
widening circles, broken circles ; but presently she began 
to shiver. He stood watching a long time after she 
had gone in. Later he was no longer silent. 

“ Hardly any one but Wagner has written his own 
iibx*etto to his own music. But I am writing my own 
libretto ; the words are borne to me in the music. Oh I 
how well I know your Boadicea and your England : 

* Fear not, isle of blowing woodland, isle of silvery parapets, 

Tho’ the Roman eagle shadow thee, tho’ the gathering enemy 
narrow thee, 

Thou sbalt wax, and he shall dwindle, thou shalt be the mighty 
one yet 1 ’ 

I will write it better than that, but that is my theme. 
Oh I my wife, my little darling of a wife, how proud you 
will be of me when I have made my great English, Opera, 
when at last you have a National Music, ...” 

They went home the next day. The rain was still failing, 
the river grey white, streaked and dirty, empty ^ bottles,, 
baskets, paper and dead fish floating on its wind-swept, rain- 
swept bosom. She saw it when. she leaned from the, bed- 
room window, the cab at the door, the luggage ^rapped* 
She was as cold as the river ; it was to her youth she: said, 
good-bye — to Manuella of the child-heart. Heiicefortli 
and for ever she was only Harston Migotti's wife. She 
would listen to his music. But the grey years wopjd be as- 
the grey river, and she shivered as she shut the window 
and went down to join him where he stood beside th’ 
station cab. 
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is also a sister of ‘ Mutterchen’ a still younger sister. I 
could always have played her accompaniments. But 
that night, that night at your father’s house, was the 
only time I have played for her in public. All the other 
time, all these two years, I have been studying your 
language, your folk-songs, the songs of your country- 
side- 

" To leave Steinhault, to stay in England was an 
impulse ; but now I know it was Providence that guided 
me, that always guides men like me. All of a sudden that 
night, when no one knew me in the room, and no soul 
in your great hall, it came to me that I must play to them, 
must let them hear me. I larew how it would be. But in 
the end it was to you I played. Now I continue to write. 
Your England will have its National music, its great 
opera that will be greater than the Niebdimgen Ring. We 
will go home soon now, my little wife, it is singing in my 
aE the time, the song motif of my opera. It is 
the ‘ Wedding March ’ that interrupted it. But now the 
‘ Wedding March ’ is written ; I have finished with it. 
Let US' |o home.” 

That evening, the evening he said the “ Wedding 
March ” was no longer in his head, distracting him, they 
stood together on the verandah. The words he had used 
■anwitrin^ struck cold on her hot heart. He stood 
sileht by^jher side. She saw the moon’s reflection on the 
K- water, mid the shadows stretch from the backwater. 
|»'The trees were black, the rising mist was grey and sad, 
^d„^e greyness and sadness were the life to whith 
would return with him. Already she had learnt, 
^P^d knew that when he was sEent she must not speak. 
■5, it was in sEence he heard Ms music. AE the rare sounds 
by day, reeds and rushes purling, leaves swaying, water 
^ plashing; aE the mysterious murmur of night, peewits 
Jr : twittering, wind in the tree tops, the rumble of a distant 
:,.trai:|5 resolved themselves for him into harmonies and 
|^vdisc»rds, into his English music. 

I hear rain," he said. “ Hush 1 I hear rain." . 

.five . minutes it was upon them, plashing in 
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great drops on the broad surface of the river* At first 
it was good to see it fall, making strange lights and 
sounds in the water, strange shapes too, circles and 
widening circles, broken circles ; but presently she began 
to shiver. He stood w^atching a long time after she 
had gone in. Later he was no longer silent. 

‘‘Hardly any one but Wagner has written his own 
libretto to his own music. But I am writing tny own 
libretto ; the words are borne to me in the music. Oh 1 
how well I know your Boadicea and your England : 

^ Fear not, isle of blowing woodland, isle of silvery parapets, 

Tho* the Roman eagle shadow thee, tho’ the gathering enemy 
narrow thee, 

Thou shalt wax, and he shall dwindle, thou shalt be the mighty 
one yeti’ 

I will write it better than that, but that is my theme. 
Oh 1 my wife, my little darling of a wife, how proud you 
will be of me when I have made my great English. Opera^. 
when at last you have a National Music. , . 

They went home the next day. The rain was still failing, 
the river grey white, streaked and dirty, empty ^ bottles,, 
baskets, paper and dead fish floating on its wind-swept, rain- 
swept bosom. She saw it when. she leaned from thejbed- 
room window, the cab at the door, the luggage ^ttapped. 
She was as cold as the river ; it was to her youth's!^: said, 
good-bye — to Mairuella of the child-heart. HencefortE 
and for ever she was only Harston Migotti's mfe. She 
would listen to his music. But the grey years wm^d be as' 
the grey river, and she shivered as she shut the v^dovif 
and went down to join him where he stood beside 
station cab. ^ 




CHAPTER XIV 


1 '^HEIR married life began in the rooms Harston 
Migotti had occupied as a bachelor, the rooms in 
Bedford Square. 

'' I like them ; I feel at home here/* he said. 
Manueila. never questioned the arrangement ; the days 
before her, marriage were too few, her mind was too 
numbed/' 

The house was very old, built in the days when no 
:party-waH was less than two feet thick, when partitions 
ware not mere lath and plaster, nor floors made of only 
half-inch, boards. Everything was strong, silent, sub- 
stantial. . .^The rooms on the top floor had been the 
nurseries of the house in tlie days "when it was occupied 
by the well-known Quaker family of Elias Underwood 
and Dame Ursula his wife, with their family of thirteen 
children. There were beams in the ceiling, joists in the 
wide fireplaces, the little windows with the small panes of 
glass had deep eaves and quaint gargoyles. The fact 
that there was no hot water, nor bath, nor sanitation 
and no electric light, had preserved his solitude to Migotti. 
He missed none of them. Here he had lived during the 
two years he had passed in England before his marriage. 

' In the front ^ room was his grand piano, standing upon the 
moth-eaten carpet that must have lain undisturbed 
for at least a century. Around him were wood-paneUed 
faded to a greyish brown. There was 
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a rough, ricketty kitchen table, and there were many 
chairs, no two of which were alike. In his bedroom were 
a huge, wooden four-poster, the bedding, once of feathers, 
now of dust, a common deal washstand with a cracked, 
Derby basin and two jugs, a bow-fronted chest of 
drawers, a pair of tallboys, a dressing-table like a box 
with a hand-silvered obscure glass in the lid. 

The Misses Underwood, maiden ladies, vague distant 
relics of the ancient family, kept their poor tradition in 
the stately empty rooms on the first floor, from which 
they had sold most of the furniture. 

Gerald Streatfield rented a small back room on the 
lower floor. 

Such was the home to which Harston brought his 
bride. He sa# no lack in it. 

'' I am glad to be at home again/' he said to her on the 
evening they came from Wargrave. In all London 
Gerald tells me there is nothing like these rooms, so big 
and quiet, where I can play all day and all night, where 
I am alone." . 

She came to him from Stone House, from Gaifoch, where 
she had the comfort of her own maid, her porcelain bath, 
the electric lamp by her bed, dainty food brought to her 
in delicate china, fine glass, lace and embroidered'napery, 

" They are fine rooms, are they not ? Oh \ how happy 
I shall be now that you are here in them with me. I 
always knew it would be here I should finish my opera/' 
Within two days of their home-coming he scarcely 
remembered that he had a wife, that things were any 
different from what they had been with him a month ago. 
Then he was but studying, making notes, filling his mind 
with English folk-lore, and folk-song, the material with 
which he would work. He was in the white heat of crea- 
tion before the honeymoon waned, before the month 
was passed. - * 

Coming up in the train he had talked of Tennyson, 
and Coleridge, exulting because neither poet had written 
the story, the great epic. 

: " Mine will be so different from theirs, il ' will be true 
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tone-poetry. My oboes and my flutes will voice wood- 
land England. Already I hear the war-cry of Boadicea 
ringing triumphantly on the wind/' 

Sometimes in the streets one sees a barrel-organ, a 
cradle attached to it, in which, wrapped in rags, lies 
a sleeping, or whining baby, pale and puny. A swarthy 
man with a red scarf round his throat turns the handle, 
a woman with big gilt earrings and white smiling teeth, 
invites charity and collects coppers. Whenever in the 
after days Manuella saw such a group, she stopped to 
look at them, remembering that strange old house, its 
carved staircase uncarpeted, the walls broken in places, 
the plaster falling, and the fine cornices covered with 
spiders’ webs. She, too, like that baby, slept and woke 
to the turning of the handle ; she was nefer away from 
the sound of her husband’s opei'a. It was immortal 
music that ran from his trained fingers, that sang gruffly 
and inadequately from his throat, that filled the rooms. 
She had called herself musical, hearing music as from an 
enchanted garden ; but the very music of the spheres 
may sound too close, drowning all else. She was like 
the baby in the basket,, sleeping and waking to sound. 

Without Gerald Streatfield she would not have known 
how to, manage her housekeeping; she was bewdldered 
at her position. 

Gerald came to her early on the first morning of their 
homecoming. He knocked at the bedroom door and 
entered quite without ceremony. Harston was already 
at the piano, and of course he could not be disturbed. 

I came up early on purpose. He has already started, 
I find ; I heard him as I came up. Do you know where 
everything is, how to manage ? I did it all for him 
before you came. There is only one little maid-of-all- 
work. ...” 

Gerald Streatfield is of no more interest to this story 
thsm an echo tP a voice. He was about eight-and-twenty, 
wore his hair parted in the middle, and curled his moustache 
at:the ends ; he earned his living as an assistant in the 
house of Messrs* .Mumiay and Co^ But 
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he was an enthusiast, a hero-worshipper, and no mean 
performer on the violin. When he met Steinhanlt on the 
continent he felt capable of kissing the platform npoB 
which his hero's feet had trod. Now it was to Harston 
Migotti that his enthusiasm was eagerly and swiftl3?’ 
transferred. He became his slavish admirer, his 
most ardent follower ; dreaming of being a Seidl, or a 
Theodor Uhlig to this English Wagner, or as Nietsche 
in the early days. Gerald was well-read in his subject. 
At the worst he could play Boswell or Pennell, gathering 
up the fi'agments of wisdom or discarded notes let fall 
by the master. Harston Migotti was young, but that 
he would be a master there was no doubt. 

'‘You won't put me out of your life, you will let me 
share both your lives ? You see, I understand him so 
well ; for nearly two years I have studied his moods,"" 
Gerald pleaded to Manuella, before even he had shown 
her where the big tin bath was kept, under the - mouldy 
bed, and the oil stove at which they cooked*, and on 
which they made tea or coffee. 

On the first morning the maid-of-all-work brought up 
their breakfast. * • - 

“I inspected the tray before it came up, I know what 
he likes," he said enthusiastically. “ Of course he would 
go without food altogether if some one did not look alter- 
him. When the mood is on him, the inspiration, he 
neither eats nor drinks. I have known him go twenty-four 
hours without food." He said this solemnly ; ha had 
underlined it in his diary. 

It appeared that neither Harston Migotti nor Gerald 
took many meals in Bedford Square. 

“ We go out to restaurants, there are any number of 
them in the neighbourhood, tea-shops, eating-houses, 
hotels. Sometimes we go further, into Fleet Street, 
the Strand, or Leicester Square, it all depends how he 
feels. I always seem to know, he leaves it to me. ‘ And 
where are we going to-day ? ' he asks, ‘ I have an appetite 
like a hunter,' or ‘I have no appetite at‘alll' One 
never knows with him." 
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It did not seem in the least strange to Gerald that this 
yotmg and beautiful girl should be content to share their 
Bohemian meals, and put up with the same inconveniences. 
Was it not natural that she should be glad and willing 
to share any life with Harston Migotti ? Because he was a 
hero-worshipper, and Harston the hero, it seemed to him 
impossible it could be otherwise with her, 

She fell in with his views. If she had blundered no one 
must ever know it. Perhaps her prayers helped her, 
perhaps it was only her fineness becoming clear after her 
yeasty and impetuous youth, but, in any case, she settled 
to her circumstances, and took up the burden of her days 
as if love lightened them. Neither Harston nor Gerald, 
nor any of the few friends who came to the rooms in 
Bedford Square, doubted that she loved her gifted 
husband. 

After the brief passion of his honeymoon Harston 
swung back with fresh impetus to his opera. Very soon 
Manuella knew his ways almost as well as Gerald. He 
would write or compose for hours, hours during which 
no one must disturb him. He had no fixed times for 
meals ; he fed on his inspiration. She must be on hand 
when ha. emerged, ready to minister to him. Many of 
. these meals were completely silent, his mind was still 
absent; he' was still listening, phrasing, composing. 
Sometimes, in the midst of them, he would go back 
hurriedly to his desk or his piano. 

The music came to him more easily than the libretto. 
This she gathered from him or from Gerald. She under- 
stood quickly that he did not like to be questioned about 
his work. If he was in the humour to talk of it all was 
well, but even then he resented questioning. His temper 
was extraordinarily uneven, his hours of sociability as rare 
as pockets in an alluvial mine. He was passionately in 
love with his young wife, or so he believed. But in reality 
he loved and worshipped only his gift and she was but a 
hand-maiden in the outer temple. She learnt to serve; 
: that was the hard lesson of those early months of her 
;4“mliri6d lifferr-to wait and serve. 
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When his work flagged and his inspiration failed, he 
would go for long, solitary walks. Gerald told her that 
exercise was necessary to him, and loneliness inevitable. 

'' He hears when he is alone/' he explained, with some- 
thing of awe upon him. '‘You can understand that, 
can't you ? We interrupt him when we speak, or when 
he is conscious of our presence ; he is listening to some- 
thing we cannot hear/' 

He was sometimes out for eight and twelve hours ; 
tramping the Embankment, or further afield, on the 
Heath at Hampstead or in the lanes of Hendon, hearing 
new melodies, harmonies beyond the telling, song and 
intersong. But he never heard the beat of that lonely or 
rebellious heart that lay at night beside his own. He 
thought he was all a husband should be to her, often 
passionately fond. 

She had to find occupation to justify and fill her days. 
Ultimately she worked at her strange housekeeping with 
all the energy of her incoherent despair.. . It proved 
incredibly helpful ; what, in the beginning/ was an un- 
congenial necessit}^ became, in the end, and comparatively 
soon, a grateful alternative to idleness, and an'tocentive 
to exert her intelligence. She found she, too, ,had gifts, 
and began to exercise them. She was less unhappy 
after that, her conscience applauding her. She could 
least make home for him. 

The large and airy rooms were almost incredibly dirty 
when she came to them. She found it out, and Gerald 
admitted it ruefully. There was only one maid-servant, 
and there were many stairs. 

" He hates to have anything disturbed. . 

Because Harston hated to have anything disturbed, 
Manuella's task was moi'e difficult, and perhaps on that 
account better worth doing. Cleanliness was essential to 
her, and it had to be accomplished when he was out. Her 
own indefatigable personal energy was supplemented by, 
the hurriedly-summoned charwoman; There was fortu- 
nately no lack of money. Harston willingly handed over 
his income to her. 
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‘M don’t want to have anything but opera in my 
mind. Do what you like with the money, only do not 
weary me about it. That is a wife’s function, to make it 
go far. I am sure my beloved will know" how it is done. 
Gerald says I am exti'avagant, but now you will be my 
purse-bearer.” 

It was wonderful how- quickly she grew to tier responsi- 
bilities ; Gerald was ahvays at hand to help. He knew, 
for instance, that Harston’s capital was invested in some 
stock, the interest of which was paid quarterly. A 
quarter’s income became due a few days after they came 
home from Wargrave, and it w"as then Harston pushed the 
cheque over to her, and said she was to do what she liked 
with the money. 

No one would have believed the millionaire’s daughter 
would become so quickly practical, or what a help it was 
to her to have things to do. She learnt makeshift from 
Gerald, and something from the charw^oman, but much 
was her own discovery. The floors were scrubbed, made 
aromatic with soap and soda. She bought a new carpet, 
a mattress, a large double washstand, a second bath. 
Tottenham Court Road was handy ; she may be said to 
have gone to school at Shoolbred’s. There were in- 
credible difficulties to be overcome, of wffiich not the least 
was that all work had to be stopped when Harston was 
at home. Gas was already laid on downstairs ; it had to be 
brought upstairs, and trained to a cooking-stove. It was 
some compensation that the top floor was really roomy ; 

. .the wide landing sufficient for both kitchen and larder. 
;.The Brothers Adam had been liberal in cupboards ; one 
of these, when the shelves were taken out, was made to 
\ hold a geyser and the new bath. She found solace 
in making these contrivances, in shopping, marketing, 
and learning to cook. When Harston awoke from a 
day and a half of complete silence to praise the coffee it 
seemed to make everything worth while. Her omelettes 
and toast, the. different ways in which she found eggs 
I could be cooked, interested, and almost absorbed, her. 
I' ^ of little consequence that she spoiled a few things; 
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she could afford to replace them. Seventy pounds for 
three months seemed an almost inexhaustible sum when 
it went out in a shilling's worth of eggs, or sevenpence 
for half a pound of butter. 

The little maid-of-all-work downstairs was subsidfeedjr 
and ran up and down, helping willingly, in many ways. 
Manuella found she liked her housekeeping, but what 
she liked best of all was mending Harston's and her own 
clothes — Gerald's too, presently. Her foreign education 
served her in good stead. She could darn exquisitely, 
sew on buttons that did not come off, patch and mend and 
put in gussets. 

They were not unhappy months when she was occupied 
with these things, making home for them all Each day 
had its duties, almost every hour. There was always a 
new pudding to learn, or a fresh disposition of the house- 
hold utensils to make ; her wants grew, but they were 
such simple wants ; new shelves, or pots and pans, a 
whisk or a cherry-stoner ; easily supplied. Harston had 
no longer to seek his food in a restaurant when he was 
hungry. She was proud to improvize a meal for him, 
or for Gerald when he came upstairs. She kept material . 
handy — eggs always, potted meat, jams, all manner of 
tinned things. And when she acquired a small upright 
refrigerator in which she could store butter, fish, or chops, 
she seemed to have reached her housekeeping millennium. 

If only she had never been told she had a voice, never 
repeated the encomiums on it to Harston 1 

There came a stage in the progress of the opera when 
its creator wanted active sympathy, open applause, help , 
and encouragement. There was Harston at the piano,' 
Gerald with his violin. It was when Harston said : 

'' And Manuella will sing for us," that she began to 
doubt. She knew herself untrained, a few months with De 
Lausan could hardly be counted ; the music in her had 
been deadened and stifled by Harston's. She had not 
practised, had forgotten what little she knew. . , , 
But no pleading nor nervousness prevailed against his 
insistence. 
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Nonsense ! nonsense 1 I will teach you, train you* 
Begin * . he struck a chord, then played the whole 
song through. It was the song known now as The 
Invocation.” 

She certainly had a voice, naturally well placed, and 
when she got over her first nervousness, neither man 
could doubt it. It was unspoiled by forcing, of wide 
range, true as the voice of a bird. Harston’s accom- 
paniment had a magnetic quality; his own voice was 
that of a bull, but when he raised it, as he often did in 
teaching, it enriched hers. Perhaps he heard them only 
in unison. Certainly he came to think her voice adequate. 
She was glad to be of this help to him[; she remembered 
what he told her, tried to express him^ strove to become 
dramatic. She worked at her music vehemently in 
the intervals of her housekeeping, caiiying out her vows. 
It was aU for the service of Harston. She found no 
difficulty in throwing herself into the part of Boadicea, 
She felt the anguish of the outraged Queen, and all her 
agony, practised self-abandonment in declamation, wished 
that her hair were of gold instead of black, and b^an 
to live, the opera. All three of them lived in it as it 
grew into a thing of rare beauty* 


CHAPTER XV 


T here came tlie great day when the opera was 
actually finished. To Harston himself, and to that 
enthusiastic young Boswell, Gerald Streatfield, it seemed 
that, with the final chords, as they crashed from the 
piano in the exultant finale, a whole new and splendid 
era of English national music dawned. There was not a 
doubt in either of their minds that the opera had only to’ 
be heard to be accepted, and hailed as a masterpiece. ' Their 
talk was never out of key ; their minds mov^ as* one. 
The Wonder Child had justified the great oilkm of his 
birth. Never could he be content to became even a 
superlative pianist, to rival Steinhault ; his dream of 
destiny was always to become a great composer. Now 
he saw himself also as his own librettist, the man who 
had done for England what Wagner had done for Ger- 
many, Who that would hear The Chariot Queen could 
doubt this ? The whole heart and soul of Britain were 
in his work, all the legends of the people, their traditions, 
their inspirations and their songs. His confidence was 
supreme ; there was nothing mundane or material about 
it ; it was of the spirit — uplifting, ennobling, complete. 

Harston Migotti had written a Symphony when he was 
eighteen, and without any difficulty it had been produced 
in Darmstadt and had achieved a distinct success. His 
“ Wedding March,' ' that was to rival Mendelssohn's, and 
the one in Lohengrin, was in the hands of Gerald Streat- 
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field's firm, accepted and only awaiting the right season 
for publication. Difficulty, failure, non-appreciation, were 
unknown words in the dictionary of his short life. For 
two years he had been studying, writing, composing, 
now fruition was at hand. Of course it would gain im- 
mediate recognition, adequate production. There was 
much to be thought of, but he had no doubt of the 
triumph awaiting him, no possible shadow of doubt. 

It is true that no artist is ever completely satisfied with 
his work, and to that rule Harston Migotti was no excep- 
tion ; he meant to touch and retouch, strengthen, deepen, 
polish. But he was on fire to hear its representation in 
full volume, with a great orchestra, to see the mise-en -schw 
as he had projected it, the Roman legionaries burning the 
groves and altars of the Druids ; Boadicea in her chariot, 
her wild hair flowing : 

Phantom sound of blows descending, moan of enemy massacred. 
Phantom wail of women and children, mnltitudinons agonies. 

And the lighter scenes, Boadicea^s daughters with their 
fierce Roman lovers, all the court of Suetonius Paulinus, 
and the fine recitative of the outraged maidens, the 
chorus of the Druids : 

Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize, 

Harmony the path to fame. 

He wanted to see and hear it all, and’Te filled with the 
whole sequence from overture to finale. Before the great 
day of completion Gerald had arranged a selection from 
the music in the first act as a suite for the piano, with 
which his firm had expressed themselves charmed. A 
vital question was whether to ask Ciai‘a Cue to sing the 
song in the second act at her grand annual concert in 
the Albert Hall : 

Fear not, isle of blowing woodland, isle, of silvery parapets. 
Though the Roman eagle shadow thee, though thy mercenaries 
menace thee, 

Thou shait wax and they shall dwindle, thou shalt be the mightier 

tte-ead, however, they decided against this p^opcsition, 
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resolved that the bloom must not be taken off the first 
production. 

Gerald was enthusiastic, and Harston seemed alight, 
radiant, no doiibt or shadow crossing his faith in his work, 

Manuella’s attitude towards her husband had changed. 
If love had not come with service, belief had. When 
Harston wrote and pla^^ed, full of his music as a globe 
of light, she was ready to admit she was married to a young 
god, to w^orship and to guard the flame before the altar. 
When the lamp burned low, and ho was her husband, 
more human than God-like, she cooked and darned for 
him dutifully. She had grown at peace with herself 
through serving him. 

On the Sunday befoi'e the opera was finished, the end 
actually in sight, Gerald was inspired to suggest that a 
National theatre should be built for it, that the King and 
Queen would desire to take the lead in acknowled^ng 
such a gift to them and to their people. Stated in cold 
print this may well look ridiculoiTS. In that panelled 
room in Bedford Square, where the piano stood, it appeared 
not only feasible, but almost inevitable. Was this not 
the first great English Opera, the precursor of others 
to come ? And there was Bayreuth to guide them. 

But what have they got that could be made into a 
Bayreuth? Sandringham is too small, Scotland too 
far off. . . Migotti had a stranger's knowledge of 
the country he called his own. 

From Maniieila came the suggestion of Windsor. 

‘‘ Windsor Forest 1 Of course, just the place — ^ideal t " 
Gerald, fired by the idea, was sure a theatre w-ould be 
built in Windsor Forest for the production of The Chariot 
Qtmn. 

“ Why not go down and find a site, see what 
could be done ? You are not working any more to- 
day?’' 

It was early spring, the excursion was planned quickly ; 
in moments like this Gerald showed his abilities. 

“ We can catch a two-o'clock train from Paddington ; 
we shall be in Windsor before three. I know there is an 
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express that only stops at Slough. It will be daylight 
until after six.” 

They actually caught the ti*ain. Harston was in 
holiday spirits, more German than he knew at the prospect 
of an excursion in a forest. Gerald was full of the theatre, 
imagined the building, tier upon tier, and the people 
who would throng there. 

” You know this will make an enormous difference, 
not only to Windsor, but to Datchet and Slough, aird as 
far as Maidenhead. They mil have to build new 
hotels. . . Gerald saw speculators buying land and 
building capaciously, multitudinously ; he wished he had 
capital to invest. 

In the third-class carriage which they had to them- 
selves Harston bawled a few bars of the “ Song of the 
Thames ” ; hut presently he would talk no more of the 
opera or the theatre ; he would only speak enthusiastically 
of England, looking out of the window and drawing 
Manuel’s or Gerald’s attention to tree or sky, or shifting 
' panorama of the landscape. They passed inean suburban 
houses of red brick, long roads where passing motors left 
trailing d'otids of dust, trees backward in budding, with 
sparse sterda,’-;and he found it all admirable, national, 
(^aracteristic. • 

But when they got to the Forest everything was 
different. The day, it is true, was no longer warm, and 
the trees were hardly in bud. He found the paths 
too wide and ordered, the vistas narrow and confined, 
and a suitable site for the theatre was difficult to imagine. 
But Gerald's enthusiasm carried them through, and 
Harston’ s spirits never flagged. He called Manuella his 
Uehchen and his sweetheart ; his energy was enormous, 
he was untiring in walking, and he showed a real sense of 
topography, discovering in time that the Forest was no 
maze, but that the many roads converged to a centre. 
He found where the Great Park encroached on the Forest 
land, and the many points from which one saw the Castle 
and the rivep. He it was who ultimately discovered the 
V&iy. for- -the theatre, . and even before Gerald 
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realized its advantages, Harston began to plan what 
trees must come down and what space would have to be 
cleared. 

Manuella plodded after them like a German housewife* 
She was unused to walking, soon tired, and at the end of 
the day most desperately weary, hardly able to keep up her 
dragging steps. She was a little embittered by her fatigue, 
slightly out of temper. She began to see that their plans 
were only so much futile talk, to know that the King and 
Queen would not cut down their forest and clear a space 
for Harston and Gerald to build a theatre. Of course, 
she believed in the opera and in Harston’s genius; 
without such belief life would have been insupportable, 
but she could not take this talk of theirs seriously* 

They had tea at the station. Her legs ached and her 
back ached, her feet were hot and blistered ; there were 
shadows under her eyes, her cheeks were sallow, at a word 
her temper flared. She did not want to pour out the tea, 
cut bread and butter, or spread jam for them. Harston 
had learnt to expect all these things from her ; he a-te ^ 
like a German on a holiday, with gusto, abandonment, 
quite voraciously. ^ 

‘‘ But go, go on ! Cut more, cut thicker. ;4i<^es/* His 
mouth was Ml as he spoke, • ‘ 

'' Cut some yourself.’' She pushed the loaf over to him 
before he had half finished. “ I can't cut,§rou any more, 
I’m tired,” 

He did not understand at all. 

'' Oh, no I but that is impossible. I cannot cut bread 
and butter for myself, nor spread the jam. And I must 
have another cup of tea — a large cup, strong. I have a 
great thirst. ...” 

This was the first time there had been anything like a 
scene between them, Manuella was for ever unreal 
with Harston, playing the part she had assigned herself. 
Over-fatigue was responsible for the childishness of her 
. behaviour this afternoon at the round marble-topped 
table in the dingy refreshment-room of the railway 
station. She said she wouldn’t cut any more bread, and 
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she wouldn't pour out any more tea; she was sick of 
waiting upon him. Harston was astonished, Gerald 
grieved ; both of them made matters worse by sympathy, 
kindness, too much talk. 

But you are ill. . . 

We've overtired you ! " 

'' I’m not ill, I’m quite well Vm not tired.” 

” But you are cross I ” 

She even cried presently, tears of rage ; they could not 
understand her at all. Their high spirits were damped 
and destroyed, the whole excursion spoilt. On the way 
home in the third-class carriage, overfull with other ex- 
cursionists, she lay back silent and repentant in the corner, 
acutely conscious that both Harston and Gerald were 
watching her uncompreliendingly, as if they saw her for 
the first time, and did not know how rightly to deal with 
so strange a phenomenon. She was infuriated when they 
asked her again if she were tired. They did not speak of 
the theatre, they were so engaged in wondering what had 
come to her. 

When They got home she made no effort to prepare 
supper for mem, she went straight to bed, her temper 
not yet restored. But she was quite disgusted with 
herself and convinced that her stepmother had been right. 
She had no excuse for herself, she felt wretched and 
ashamed, but convinced, nevertheless, that all the talk 
had been ridiculous, and the long walk in search of a site 
' ’ merely waste of energy. 

In a way, Gerald and Harston, sitting over supper, 
came to the same conclusion. They dismissed the 
strangeness of her conduct, Harston with a shrug and 
Gerald with a sigh. 

We walked too far for her.” 

^ ” She could surely have said so 1 ” 

. • She will be all right in the morning.” 

I shall have to work all the morning.” 

You will be finished by Wednesday ? ” 

> By " Wednesday my score will be ready.” 

yy* ;1^h^'^$ct|ssed the writing out, tto copyings then they 
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came back to the question of the theatre. It would be 
a year, two years, before a theatre could be built. To 
wait was of course impossible. The excursion had been 
only a holiday. The theatre of their dreams was for the 
future, the far distant future. Of course, they had realizied 
this all the time ; there was small need for Manuella 
to point out their folly to them. She had not spared 
them, but of course they knew. The opera must first be 
produced at The Grand Capitol. They spoke of the 
production at The Grand Capitol as they sat talking after 
supper, talking long into the night. 

I will take the score to Ifim myself and play certain 
parts to him/' 

You are going to tell him that you will yourself take 
the rehearsals, conduct the first performance 1 But . . 

Hurston was in no humour to listen to buts. And, after 
all, Gerald was only an echo, never a voice. They were 
both very young, and Harston knew as little about the 
production of opera in England as he did about w^omen* 
He thought everything was going to be easy, quite plain 
sailing. For a masterpiece there is always opportunity* 
To-night, over that disordered supper-table, which showed 
the worse for Manuella' s absence, he was as definite and 
dogmatic as if he w^ere Mascagni, or Strauss, and could' 
dictate terms. ^ 

The house will have to be remodelled, Reinhardt 
and Craig are aU very well in their way, but I have 
gone beyond them. All the theatre must be part of , 
the scenery, so that the atmosphere is preserved. The ' 
audience will be part of the atmosphere, assisting the 
tragedy, not merely spectators, . . , " 

As he talked he saw Stonehenge and the Druids, the 
great scene of the sacrifice, the Court of Pauhnus, 
Boadicea crying alone in the wdlderness, or valiantly 
leading her followers. 

Heaff^ Icenim, Ccdienchlanian^ hear Coritanian^ 
Trinobant ! 

He heard, he saw them all His eyes w^ere alight. It 
was all in his opera. Like a God he had recreated^ ancient 
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Britain with music and deep undercurrents of spirit- 
sound. In the Overture, and in the choruses, this cradle 
of a race, this birthplace of a nation, this battle-song and 
prophecy, this wailing and rejoicing was one homogeneous 
whole. It was not natural for Mm to turn aside from 
such a vision to think of a scolding girl, overtired perhaps, 
certainly ill-tempered. He was not angry with her, but 
she may have dropped a little in importance. Perhaps 
already she disappointed him. 


Harston Migotti had been in the train of Steinhauit, 
the great artist, whom crowned heads had united to 
honour, to whom palaces had been open, and who 
was acclaimed wherever he went. Perhaps not un- 
naturally, he compared himself with that triumphant 
SteinhaMt, and to his own advantage. Steinhauit played 
other men’s music superbly, incomparably. But he, 
Migotti, was poet and composer. That Pan should play 
and the hurrying, busy world of men not stay to listen 
was a contingency outside the sweep of his soaring 
imagination. ■ He lived in a dream-world that he bestrode 
like a Colossus, and, enveloped by a rarefied atmosphere 
of adulation, the dazzling light of his supreme self- 
.honfidence made him see., the actual world but dimly. 
Vested interests were a sordid something of which he had 
never heard, an empty phrase for little men. 

It seems impossible that he should have had no 
doubt nor misgiving lest he should be denied a hearing. 
But the impossible is true. With difficulty Gerald per- 
suaded him to write to Madame Liebius for an introduction 
to the impresario of the Opera House, The score had to 
be transcribed, there must needs be a waiting time. 
Madame Liebius replied : 

“ The end— -no, the beginning has come at last ; then 
the great, great work is complete. Oh t how I long to 
h^ax it, see it— our Wonder Boy ! Of course I will write 
: ti* Bri^ P’Heill. ' I .am singing fear Mm this season. Who 
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will create the part of your Chariot Queen ? You must 
write me everything. In two months I will be in 
England.’' 

There was more in the letter, but that was the gist 
of her message. The one that went with the score to 
Brian O'Neill was even more enthusiastic. She spoke of 
Harston Migotti's genius, and said it was a great privilege 
.that Brian O'Neill should have the opportunity of intro- 
ducing him to the public in England. She knew exactly 
what to say. 

After the score and the letter had been posted, they 
\^aited, and waited, and waited. Harston, the least 
impatient, because there was always something more to 
be done. For eight and ten hours a day he was at the 
piano, or with his head bent over the score. Nearly three 
weeks passed before he remembered to wonder why no. 
answer had come from the Opera House. 

Then he concluded that O'Neill was not in England, or,’ 
at least, not in London. In the end, Harston decided 
he must go and see him ; it would be infam€>us' if O'Neill 
had already put the opera into rehearsal without con- 
sulting the writer ! 

Manuella had, of course, i-ecovered het temper, if not 
her spirits, long before this. She had evbm said she waa. 
sorry ; and Harston, who by that time — ^it was only the 
next day— had forgotten the incident, kissed her and 
called her '' Schdtzchen'' and praised an omelette she 
made for him. Naturally, when he was so occupied in 
alterations and additions he could not question, or interest 
himself in, his young wife. Gerald iroticed she was not 
looking well, and said feelingly to her : Of course, this 
is a trying time for you and me. He has no anxiety ; 
it is wonderful to see how calm he is. Now, I, I can 
hardly sleep, and I suppose you, too, pass sleepless 
nights ? " 

Harston went to see Mr. Brian O'Neill, fearing lest the 
opera should have been put into rehearsal, . or even tried 
with an orchestra, without, his being present! 
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He had not \viitten for an appointment, and he was kept 
waiting, first in the lobby of the theatre, and then, after 
he had sent in his card, in the anteroom of the manager's 
office. When at last he was asked to enter, O^Neill, who 
had interviewed already about fourteen prima-donnas, 
various chorus masters, halleU divertisseuses, entrepreneurs, 
and Heaven knows whom besides, had forgotten why he 
had consented to see him. Pie had, at the back of his 
mind, some association with the name, but he could not 
for the moment recall the circumstance. The letter 
from Madame Liebius, the parcel that had come with it, 
the name of Harstpn Migotti, had all escaped him. 

He was courteous, of course, in his temporary lapse 
of memory, with that hurried perfunctory courtes}-- that 
is so very little removed from indifference. He waited 
for the man himself to give him the clue. Possibly it was 
about , an engagement. He put on his '' And-what-caml- 
do-for-you ? air, and leaned back in his chair. 

This was Harston Migotti's chance, had he but under- 
stood and taken it. Here he was, in the great man's room, 
assured for the moment, at least, of his attention. Harston 
was a young mam with a personality, and as we know, of 
striking appearante; already Brian O'Neill had glanced 
at him with interest, tie had only to accentuate that 
interest, establish it. Everybody knows that Brian 
O'Neill is generous, e;Kpansive, keen to secure new 
talent. A few words irom Harston w'ould have been 
sufficient, a few tactful words about the manager's services 
to music, the last successful season, the promise of the new 
one under his management. O'Neill had had an 
extremely busy morning, Migotti's name was unfamiliar 
to him but, certainly he would have listened if the right 
methods had been employed. 

'' I am Migotti. Harston Migotti." So abruptly 
^Harston began, without a word of recognition of his 
-hearer's great position, or Ms complaisance in receiving 
' artists. 

1;.;]; Jo be sure . . . Migotti ! And what can I do for 

Be seated; be. seated,, please. Tve 
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hardly five minutes to spare. Let me see, it was the 
Duchess of Landale . . . no/* He was turning over a 
filed sheet of notes. Who had written to him about 
the man ? Did he sing ? What the devil had he promised 
to do for him ? 

''You have the score of my opera/' Harston did not 
understand this indifferent man. " It is I who have 
written The Chariot Quern, the libretto, and the music/' 

" Oh ! of course, I recollect quite well now. The ' First 
English Opera/ " He had found the note. " But, my 
dear fellow, don't you know that there are dozens of 
English operas ? ' An English National Music , . . ' " he 
was still reading. " Yes, yes of course. Druids, and that 
sort of thing." 

He was quite pleasant, if a little patronizing. He 
remembered the pretentiousness with which the score 
had been forwarded to him and that he had had no 
time to look at it. He struck the beU on the table sharply. . 
He told the secretary who answered it to be quick and 
find the parcel that had come with the letter from Madame 
Liebius, Doubtless he meant to glance /at it then and 
thei'e, to be kind, and even encouraging, to the young 
composer. After ail, to have written/ and composed an 
opera — any opera, at the age of the young man before 
him was very creditable, showed induik’y, enterprise. 
He went on talking whilst they., waited for the parcel to 
be found. 

" Where did you get your musical education ? In 
England ? I don't seem to have heard your name before. 
Were you at the Academy, or the Guildhall ? You have 
done other work, of course ? " 

His tone was perfunctory, perhaps, but he was cer- 
tainly kindly and courteous. Harston hardly yet realized 
that the announcement of his name, and the fact that he 
was the composer of The Chariot Queen, had failed of 
effect. He had not taken the seat indicated to him ; he 
stood with Ms hat in Ms hand, and Ms most uncompromis- 
ing expression. When O'Neill, spoke of other English 
operas, he could not disguise Ms contempt. 
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** But they don't count, they don’t count at all/' 

O'Neill looked at Mm questioningly, with a certain 
surprise and stopped his questions. Harston took ad- 
vantage of the pause. 

Mine 'is a National Opera, not like any other. In 
Italy, in France, and in Germany they have a National 
Music, but not in England. . . /' 

Then he mentioned the names of two English composers ; 
and tore their work to pieces in a phrase. 

Brian O'Neill actually reddened ; the two composers 
in question had been his own discoveries, his own 
novelties of last season, presented by Mm to the limited 
opera-going public. Certainly they had been only fairly 
well received, but ihe young man was impertinent, 
presuming. The secretary at tMs moment brocaght the 
rmsMd parcel. He took it and untied the strings. 
Migotti saw that it had not been opened ! 

** You have not looked at my opera I " he exclaimed. 
Of course, that was the explanation. How could the 
man know the difference between his opera and every 
other that ‘iiaS*1^n written if he had not, looked at it? 
He would have to\play it to him. His eyes roved for a 
piano. Yes! ther^ it was, an Erard grand standing 
open. Brian O'Nfill saw the direction of his eyes. He 
said pleasantly,i tor he l^ad recovered his self-possession 
and superficial agreeability : 

** Do you realize that Thave some dozen operas brought 
or sent to me every week ? I am a very busy man, Mr. 
Migotti." 

'' But mine is not an ordinary opera ! " Harston Migotti 
was amazed that tMs had not been understood. 

Of course not ! " 

And soi^o voce he added : They never are ! " 

He had untied the string ; he was looking through the 
overture, now humming a bar or two under Ms breath. 

But it was not a bar of The Chariot Queen that he was 
humming!^ His mind was upon the opera brought Mm 
that morning by a peer, one of the richest men in England, 
waa, prepared to put up amount of money to 
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have it staged. Already he was wondering if it were 
possible, if some special professional skill coiild make it 
producible. His eyes were on Migotti's MSS., but 
his mind, that versatile, agile mind o his, had suddenly 
reverted elsewhere. 

Migotti could not make out what passage he was 
trying to materialize ; he went quite naturSly to the 
piano, adjusted the stool, and sat down. When he began 
to play, O'Neill was really overwhelmed by his temerity. 
He had not been asked to play, no permission had been 
given. But when, not content with playing, Harston 
started to thunder out in his impossible voice : 

Hear, Icenian^ Catienchlanian, hear Coritanian, 

Tfinohant I " 

O'Neill became convinced that the fellow was mad, 
actually stark, staring mad ! He was a handsome fellow, 
and could play the piano, but that he was mad, the Great 
Man of the Opera House, who had given hini no permission 
to play, and certainly none to sing, had nd! dbub#.' And 

a damned nuisance to boot " w^ how he finished 

the sentence in his own mind. '' Damn it, he's bellowing, 
like a bull. . . ." | 

How to silence him, how to get rid '6i^,him, was tte 
immediate question. He had J,ord Swanage's offer 'to 
consider ; Lord Swanage was coming back in the afternoon 
for his answer. Brian O'Neill never heard the trumpet 
effect, or the fanfaronnade that inti'oduced the chorus in 
the second act, nor the Invocation. ... A long time was 
to elapse before he knew, in common with the whole world, 
the whole music-loving world, that he was listening to 
what is now admittedly the finest and most characteristic 
aria heard on our own, or any, stage since Tannhduser. 
To him, the piano and Migotti's dreadful voice, and the 
aria, were only obstructions to his day's work, to the 
immediate work that pressed. He did not know how to 
put a stop to it, how to tell the musician that this was not 
the way to obtain consideration for Ms opera. . seemed 
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impossible to stop Migotti at the piano, thundering out 
selections from the score. 

Brian O'Neill took the path of least resistance; he 
escaped from the room. When Migotti took his fingers 
from the keys, and swung round on the stool, in the 
expectation of seeing the man entranced, overwhelmed, 
ready to embrace him, and place the house, the artists, 
everybody and everything at his disposal, he was con- 
fronted by a totally unexpected figme, a dogmatic young 
man in glasses, who said : 

I say, don't you know you oughtn't to make such a 
row here ? We can hear you on the stage. Don't you 
know we are at rehearsal ? " 

He gazed at Migotti through his round glasses, and 
Migotti fiung back his head with its mane of fair hair 
and stared back at him. He had almost forgotten where 
he was, he had been so absorbed in his beautiful music. 
Mr. O'Neill's secretary continued more mildly, his 
instructions had been definite. 

** Get lid of liim for me. Tell him I'll consider Ms 
opera ; tell him -we are full up for the season, but Fll 
look it over before the next. Tell him any damn thing ; 
only get rid of him. Politely, if possible ; but get rid of 
.him. He is a protege of Liebius, a genius, a crank* Oh, 
Lord ! listen to Mm. , . 

But Mr. O'Neill . * . where is Mr. O'Neill ? " ex- 
^ claimed Hai^ston from the piano-stool. Now the secretary 
. could hear his own voice, and execute his commission 
properly. He smiled, he beamed : 

'' He told me to offer you his apologies. He is really 
so overwhelmed with work just now. About your opera : 
he told me to tell you he is going to give it the most 
careful consideration. Of course, for tliis season you know 
we have made our engagements. , . 

*'Do you mean to teU me that your master has not 
even heard what I've played him; that the finest, the 
prost original and astonishing music that has been written 
, riuce Siegfried has not kept him here. , . . ? " It was 
aatoundang, incredible ; Ms fair fape flushed. 


“ CONCERT PITCH ” 


'' He will consider it, he will certainly consider it/' the 
secretary had a soothing, almost cooing manner — but 
not now, not just now. In six months, perhaps, or in 
twelve. ..." He thought he was obe5dng his instruc- 
tions with complete tact, You may leave your work 
with him, he told me to say so. . . 

He was never more astonished in his life than when 
the musician, red in the face, and like a madman./' 
so he recorded the scene, burst into a fury of words, the 
gist of which was that O'Neill did not know music when 
he heard it, was not capable of understanding anyi:hing 
better than opera bouffe or musical comedy, that he was 
not worthy to produce The ^ Chariot Queen, and now 
would never be allowed to do so. 

Harston Migotti seized the parcel that still lay only 
half-opened on the table ; he would have rushed away 
without his hat, but the secretary followed him to the 
door and tactfully handed it to him. 

''I say, you know. You must not take things like 
that. Mr. O'Neill is awfully interested. You must tell 
Madame Liebius that he said he was very much obliged 
to her for giving him the opportunity. . . ." 

Migotti was fl3dng down the stairs before the mild young 
man had brought out half the speeches that are used on 
similar occasions. But he had ascertain sense of satisfac- 
tion, for he had executed the essential part of his com- 
mission, and “got rid of the fellow." 


CHAPTER XVI 


F or a few days Harston said nothing about this 
visit to either Manuella or Gerald. He brooded 
over it, and went long, solitar}?' walks. Surely his opera 
was beautiful ! He spent hours at the piano, or over the 
score, wondering. 

They knew better than to question him, although Gerald 
at. least, was overwhelmed with curiosity. It was the 
first. rebuS of w^hidi the young musician had ever been 
conscious. The fit", of fury in O'Neiirs room had been 
fallowed by a bewilderment of anger, into which doubt 
intruded. But he ^pondered, and re-read the music, and 
played it, and fe}f there was no room for doubt. 

When, in about a week's time, he had reassured himself, 
he told them what had happened. Of course, Gerald 
found a hundred excuses and explanations. Manuella, 
too, although already she took only a secondary place 
in their councils, did not think it proved anything but 
Mr. O’Neills incapacity for the position he held. 

Considering that he never looked at the score, and, 
when you played it, he did not listen, it is not a personal 
matter at all, nothing to do with the opera. You say 
the parcel had never been opened/' 

I played it to,, him ; I played the Invocation ! 

/" But he wasn't in the room/' 

, He was-in the room when 1 began to play." 
spmeone must have called Mm away/' 
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" But he could have returned ; surely he could have 
returned?” ■ • 

" We don’t know what kept him,” 

” Nothing should have kept him. I continued to 
play. ...” 

It was deplorable, bnt worse, of course, for Brian O'Neill 
and the Grand Capitol audiences, than for Haxston 
Migotti, who had only to wait. . * . But it was impossible 
to wait. 

'' Let me take it to John Otterstein. He has .forgotten 
more about music than O'Neill ever knew/^ Gerald 
pleaded. 

But Harston had lost something of his supreme self- 
confidence. It was as if he were a child, and had been 
unexpectedly, undeservedly struck and was still be- 
wildered by the blow. They had to make him forget, 
to prove to him he had done nothing wrong, but had offered 
a precious stone, brilliant and unmatchable. It was not 
his fault if it had been mistaken for a common pebble. 
At times, of course, he assumed a different attitude ; 
he was not the child, but the master, knowing it was a 
diamond of the finest water he had found and set. Never- 
theless, Gerald had to urge Otterstein japon him. 

He has his own theatre, and can do what he likes, 
there ; not like O'Neill, who, after all, acts, for a syndicate, 
and not for himself. Look what Otterstein did in 
America. And he's got the ‘'public ; he's impressed 
them." 

In the end they all became persuaded that the new 
house on the Embankment, '"The Ambassadors," was the 
right house, pending the building of that ideal theatre 
out in Windsor Forest, and that John Otterstein was the 
right man. 

Harston, although a little less self-confident, was no less 
obstinate. 

“ This time I will not ask Madame Liebius for an intro- 
duction. I shall write to him myself, and I will send 
him the Overture. That is all I will send . him, for it is 
enough. It is that, or the whole opera, and he, too. 
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might say he had no time, was too busy to consider it. 
For the Overture he will have time” 

That letter of Harston's was pei'haps responsible for the 
result* Some day it will be in the British Museum, 
John Otterstein has promised it* But when it came to him 
first he laughed— he only laughed ! 

Dear Sir, 

“ I send you with this the Overture, and the text, 
of my opera The Chariot Queen, You will see for yourself 
that it is unlike anything that has been done befoi'e* 
But with the rest of it you will pei'haps be more surprised. 
I wish it produced this season, and with as little delay 
as possible. I will myself undertake the rehearsals, and 
conduct at the performances* The scenery will necessitate 
some alterations in the construction of the theatre, which 
can be put in hand at once* I should like an interview with 
you when you have considered the Overture, and then I 
will tell you all my plan. 

, . Migotti.*' 

Gerald thought there should be more in the letter about 
Migotti's intention ;to found a School of English National 
Music. But Harston said that when he saw John Otter- 
stein it would be time enough. 

It certainly never entered either of their heads that 
the letter would be looked upon as a joke, treated as a 
hoax, handed round, and laughed at. Yet that is what 
actually occuiTed. And the answer .was intended to be 
witty. 

'' Mr* Otterstein is obliged to ' Migotti ' for his friendly 
offer of rebuilding 'The Ambassadors/ and pi'oducing, 
conducting and rehearsing his work, but suggests that 
for opera bouffe some other house would perhaps be 
more suitable.'' 

the reply meant none of them could understand ; 

. <^ompietely. incomprehensible.. Opera.. . bouffe 1^' 

^ r ' 
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The Overture of The Chariot Queen — opera bouffe ! What 
did it mean? Gerald was as ready as ever with 
explanation. 

Did you put your note in the paixel with the Over- 
ture ? Of course not. That's what has happened ; 
they've got separated. He gets a lot of stuff, and it is even 
possible someone has hit upon the same title. What 
isn't possible is to call The Chariot Queen opera bouffe ! 
It's absurd to get the hump over it. . . 

But for the moment nothing could be done with 
Harston. He had not even words for argument. 

Manuella and Gerald argued with each other as to 
what was best to do now, and recalled instances where 
genius had failed of instant recognition. In the end 
Manuella herself wrote to Mr. Otterstein, asking if he had 
received the Overture and text of her husband's opera, 
The Chariot Queen, and enclosing the note about the opera 
bouffe, which she said she thought must be meant for 
someone else. 

When Mr. Otterstein received these and understood that 
J'he Chariot Queen letter was not a hoax, nor the pro- 
duction of a humorist who wished to draw " him, he 
caused quite a nice, thorougiily American reply to be sent 
to the lady. He had not time to look at either music 
or text, but dictating amiable letters was one of his gifts. 

My deak Madam, 

As you say, the letter enclosed was sent in 
error. I was exceedingly interested in your husband's 
valuable and most original work. I am returning it to 
you by this mail, as it is my misfortune at the moment 
to. have no opening for it. With my best wishes, never- 
theless, for his ultimate success, of which I am sure there 
can be no doubt, I remain, 

• Faithfully yours, 

John Otterstein." 

The letter was opened by Manuella in the presence of 
Gerald, and was found alternately to be encouraging and 
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discouraging. Manuella was for writing again to find out 
when fie would have an opening. Gerald, undoing the 
parcel, had his misgivings that it was intact as it had been 
sent. 

It was incredible to Hm that Harston Migotti was to 
join the ranks of those unrecognized geniuses, unacted or 
unsung, unpublished or unpurchased,, of whom the annals 
of art and literature are full. 

As for Harston, he had fits of rage, when he would 
thump the piano and break into wild diatribes of anger 
against the music that was produced, the people who 
produced it, the critics who praised it. But, as time went 
on, these wild fits of rage were interspersed with attacks 
of profound and, to those two who watched him, tor- 
turing depression, in which they could do little or nothing 
to help him. He did not lose faith in himself or The 
Chariot Queen, but he lost faith, or seemed to be on the 
brink of losing faith, in humanity, in justice. During 
one whole week he would neither play nor compose, and 
the piano was kept closed. He took long solitary walks, 
’abs^ting Hmself from them for intolerably anxious hours. 
His health seemed.! to fail, yet he .complained of nothing; 
indeed, he hardly talked at ail. But he grew thin, and 
Ms eyes, under the-pent brows, seemed to have sunk back 
into his head ; Ms cheeks were hollow. It was the first 
rime disappointment had come near Mm, or disillusion- 
ment/ The ''I am Migotti attitude had buoyed all his 
youth,. His intellect was so acute, Ms spirit so proud, 
that;, his position was now intolerable. He saw a new 
Migotti, one that had failed — failed of a hearing. His 
rages were like demons that desecrated his soul, and his 
soul was seared and unfit for song. 

The two who watched Mm took constant counsel. To 
thetir credit it may be recorded that they never wavered 
in their belief in Mm, 

The tenderness Manuella discovered in her heart towards 
hk. .husband at this period was very like love, and 
‘grown into love. She, too, had known dis- 
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him. If it took the form of preparing dishes that he 
rarely ate, and never noticed, of redoubling her domestic 
cares and solicitudes for him, this was because she could 
think of nothing better. 

Out of the misery of those disordered days was born a 
question. Gerald asked her one day when they were as 
usual alone, Migotti ever more restless, wandering some- 
where with his tortured spirit : “ Would not your father 
help ? ’’ 

He put it with some hesitation, knowing, of course, 
that Manuella had married without her father's consent. 
It had always been tacitly understood that she would 
seek forgiveness when the success of the opera justified her 
faith ; understood, that is to say, by Gerald and Harston 
himself. Manuella had no illusions. 

The papers were full of Sir Hubert Wagner when Gerald 
asked the question. The illustrated weeklies had his 
photograph and that of Lcetitia. Sir Hubert, not com- 
pletely recovered from his recent illness, was propitiating 
the Deity by a huge gift towards the . establisjiment of 
an endowed Protestant Church in Johanhesbm’g. He was 
going out himself to assist at la3dng the &.st stone of a 
great cathedral. ; 

“ He has given two hundred and fifty thousand pounds 
towards an endowment, and he is going to. build |six 
churches. Wouldn’t he do something for 'a 'Nation^ 
Opera House? He would get just as much, or more, 
kudos out of it. . . ." ^ ■ /' V 

" I have never heard one word from them since my ' 
marriage ; I believe he has forgotten my existence. 
There is not an earthly chance of their doing anything to 
help me or him, and I wouldn’t ^k them. You dop’t 
know my stepmother. I want her to think I am quite 
happy ; she will hate that." 

“ But we can’t either of us be happy when he is like 
this.” 

Naturally Gerald Streatfield could never think .^of 
any other reason why Manuella should not be' complet^ 
happy. He pressed the question, but she refu^ 
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emphatically to write the appeal that could only bring 
humiliation. Yet the opera must be heard ; of that they 
were both agreed. It was impossible to speak to Harston, 
and his absences were getting more prolonged. Once he 
was away two days and a night, and when he returned, 
it was obvious he had been all that time without food or 
sleep. The idea of suicide was hanging about the out- 
skirts of their mind, waiting for entrance. There were 
times wlien they could scarcely speak of him to each 
other, the alteration in him was so dreadful. He seemed 
to shrink from them, from their sympathetic eyes ; it 
was obvious he could not bear sympathy. His sensitive- 
ness was so inflamed that even their presence in the room 
hurt. He to be pitied ! He to need sympathy ! Migotti ! 
The mood might have passed, it was too painful, perhaps 
too unreasonable, to have lasted. 

If only I had money of my own I would take a theatre 
and mount the opera. I know it has only to be heard. 
It is killing him to tliink his music must lie dead, inarti- 
culate. I know how he feels, for he told me. Like a 
father with a child, lovely, exquisite, but blind and deaf 
, and. dumb. That is exactly how ha feels. I have, written 
down his own words. 

'' We must do something.'* 

' Later on that evening, when Hartson was in the 
room, but sitting apart from them, silent, Gerald said it 
again,: 

, '' if only I had money of my own 1 ** 

Harston was apparently not listening, but to their 
surprise he said irritably : 

What use would it be if you had all the money in the 
world ? You could not make them produce The Chariot 
Queen,” 

” I would take a theatre and produce it myself/* 
Gerald answered boldly. 

But why not ? "^y not ? ** 

Harston sprang excitedly to Ms feet. 

,;|||'4?#ecause I haven't the money. I oMy wish I had/’ 

^ ^ only a question of 
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money? But why did not you^ why did not you or 
ManueUa say so before ? '' 

He was all excitement and rapid interrogation. There 
was question and, quick answer, Gerald taking fire from . 
him. 

None of the thi*ee of them was a practical person, 
although Manuella had learnt to keep house. The scheme 
seemed to come to life fully grown. Why should not 
Harston Migotti produce his own opera in his own way — 
take a theatre and reconstruct it, engage his artists, his 
orchestra, and be his own conductor and manager ? Before 
they realized to what they were committed, it had become 
not only possible but inevitable. It is what they ought 
to have done from the first, Migotti himself would 
make his own reputation, be dependent on no man's 
favour. He swung back to an almost incredible elation, 
and would neither hear of difficulties nor admit the word, 
doubt. Once again he became imperiously confident. 

It appeared that the income upon which Manuella, and 
her husband lived was derived from a capital of .between 
five and six thousand pounds. The sum had' been in- 
vested to provide for his education, but when he came of 
age a lawyer had written to him that .now the capital was 
his own. There had been an interview when papers of 
release were signed. The lawyer had spoken of the satis- 
factory investments, and advised that if Mr.* Migotti, had 
no immediate need of the money that they shotfid’ be 
left undisturbed. He had had no use for the money 
but now ! It became wonderful all at once, afi- their 
lives became wonderful, for Harston was himself again 
and Gerald his ecstatic henchman. Of course he would 
Mmself produce his opera, then they w'ould see what they 
would see. ... It was really a mad scheme and carried 
out on a mad scale. 

The investments were all sold out ; that was, of course^ 
the first tiling to do. 

Manuella, to whom it did occur that they had no means 
of livelihood if the enterprise failed, could not suggest 
such a thought to Harston in his present , mood, She 


“CONCERT PITCH” 




ventured a word to Gerald, but Gerald asked her in 
astonishment how could the enterprise fail ? Was it 
possible that the greatest musical work of the day, the 
first wholly English opera, written and composed by a 
tone-poet, greater than Richard Wagner, who would 
conduct all the rehearsals, arrange all the scenery, engage 
all the artists, fail of a great, of a commanding success ? 
Besides, as Gerald pointed out enthusiastically, Harston 
was not one to care for luxury ; he had slept as well on * 
his old dust-bed as he did now on the new spring mattress, 
eaten at restaurants, and worn old clothes. . * . Manuella 
flushing, but keeping silence in her growing self-discipline, 
realized how little she had done for him. Certainly, now 
she would not stand in his way. 

In these first days after the great decision, there seemed 
no drawbacks to face, no obstacles to overcome. None of 
the difficulties of the enterprise appeared at once. The 
investments realized six thousand pounds ; with that 
it was easy to take a theatre. Once the Palestrina was 
secured, paragraphs began to appear ; soon Harston wns 
overwhelmed with offers of help, offers that in the end 
showed that everybody wshed to help themselves to a 
share , of the six thousand pounds. All these volunteer 
assistants were agreed in acknowledging Harston Migotti^s 
genius and admiring his opera, even before hearing it. 

T||^ ease with which Harston Migotti was allowed to 
sperp&lus six thousand pounds was only exceeded by the 
drfficrdtyi he found in getting value for it. Once the 
theatre was taken, all the careful estimates he and Gerald 
had made went by the board. Everyone realized they 
were dealing with amateurs, and extras mounted accord- 
ingly. The amount allowed for rent and lighting, dresses 
and scenery, proved elastic, and the never-ending re- 
hearsals had all to be paid for. All the incredible diffi- 
culties were doubled and redoubled by the English 
libretto. ^ 

^ fingers of • all nations were engaged, tried and dis- 
and had to be compensated, Paliset and Callot 
their parts after having accepted them; they 
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could neither learn their words nor sing the music, 
Havelock Green and Trestle were unknown, and merited 
their obscurity, but before they were engaged so many 
people had been approached that the mere list of 
their names reads like a Who's Who of the operatic 
stage, 

Harston Migotti set himself the task of giving an 
adequate representation of a scheme that in its first 
intention was to have outrivalled anything as yet seen 
outside Bayreuth, with a complete ignorance of the 
task confronting him. The production of grand opera 
is an enterprise so little like any other, that a lifetime is 
necessary as an education for its accomplishment. 

Before he started he was beaten by the unforeseen. 
But, then, he foresaw nothing ; neither the unfitness of 
the acoustics of Ihe house for the large orchestra, and 
the space needed, not the impossibility of finding English 
singers. The inevitable had to happen. This, too, is 
an old story now, but the result could never have been 
indoubt. 

The climax came when, less than a week before the fitst 
night, Madame Stella Lely developed * an operatic sore 
tinoat, and tlmew up the title role, ilt was too late to 
find a prima-donna. O'Neill and John Otterstein would 
release no one from her contract. Grand^^opera voices were 
not to be found on concert platforms, in musical* comedy 
companies, in schools of music. Or, if they were^t^ - ba 
found, there was no time to look for them. Maniiella, at 
least, knew every note of the music, and the composer's 
intention. It was, of course, a counsel of despair, but just 
one week before the first night Manuella was told that 
the only way to help her husband, to save the opera, was 
for her to create the part of '' Boadicea." Once she had 
dreamed of becoming a great singer ; now she knew her 
inadequacy and pleaded, hom she pleaded ! But what 
was to be done ? . . 

You have sung it over and over again/' Gerald argued 
when he was called into council. For God's sake don't 
make objections,; Just do the best you can, I 
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know what will happen if you fail us. We have tried 
everybody,” 

Gerald was distracted; nothing but Harston's in- 
domitable belief in himself and the opera could have 
carried them through to a performance. 

It will not stand or fall by the title role,” he told his 
wife consolingly. ” It is not you, but my music, they will 
come to hear,” 

” Of course I will do the best I can,” she promised 
Harston, 

I shall spoil the opera, you know it as well as I,” she 
told Gerald. 

” Nothing can spoil the opera. As for this pro- 
duction , . *” 

But he would not admit that he knew nothing but 
fiasco was before them. 

She rehearsed '^vith and without the orchestra, daily, 
hourly, all that short week ; took hasty lessons in stage 
. deportment and diction, threw herself into tlie part with 
a most passionate abandonment. She had a beautiful voice 
^nd a fine ear, and was not without dramatic talent. But 
'"not all the intensity of her desire and her Sisyphian labours 
could disguise the^fact that the task she undertook was 
beyond her. . Perhaps she would have acquitted herself 
better if Harston had been able to conceal this from her. 
But all he said was that she was not worse than many of 
the otfiers, and that, however it was sung, the Press and 
public, Mr. O'Neill and Otterstein would know how fine 
the music was, how original and characteristic. 




CHAPTER XVII 


'T'HE last week passed with incredible swiftness. 

1 Disputes, recriminations, exhausting, overwhelming 
work, filled its difficult hours. Manuella w^as little less 
capable at the end than she had been at the beginning, 
although she had had much help from kind women and 
men in the new profession she was adventuring. 

The Chariot Queen was being produced- by Hai'ston 
Migotti at his own theatre, under his own baton, but with 
a travesty of all his ideas and projects 4n regard, to scener 3 f 
and singers. 

He had reduced and further reduced . his ambitions, 
narrowed down his ideas that still, remained bigger 
than anyone else's, accepted, almost without complaint, 
the abandonment of first one and then another, of his 
effects. The whole thing was so different from the 
dimensions of his intention, so belittled and shorn, that 
the tragedy of the first night hardly affected him. 

The Chariot Queen is now part pf our national musical 
wealth, and acknowledged to be all, and more than, the 
young composer claimed for it. In it w^e see the birth of 
a nation, hear the break of the waves against our shores, 
the coming of galleys, the murmur of stream and wood- 
land, the tramplings and battling of armies, and always 
in palpitating throbs the awakening heart of a people. 

The libretto has an epic nobility, the music is vital, 
with the universal appeal of enduring art; we all know 
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this now. But the conception was on too great a scale, 
and all the execution fell below it The period of the 
story was too remote for general sympathy, the love- 
interest rude and primitive, the wild scenery almost 
repellent in its ruggedness. On the first night of the pro- 
duction in London, on the stage of the Palestrina, under 
amateur management, with the wife of the composer 
in the title rdle, the opera had no chance at all of a fair 
judgment. The taint of amateurism was over every- 
thing ; it is cruel and unnecessary to go into detail. 
Uninstructed or inefficient workmen manoeuvred the 
scenery ; the waves were canvas on the wood that rocked 
them, the Reinhardt lighting, as by this time it had come 
to be called, was another name for the gloom on the stage 
that spread quickly to the coughing restless house. The 
action w^as obscured by dela^^s ; the orchestra was con- 
founded and the choruses confused by the stage car- 
penters. Manuella's long hair was black, and though she 
was in great beauty, and rose at times to the occasion, 
she was never'Boadicea, and the rage of prophecy w^as only 
in her flushed cheeks and glorious anguished eyes ; ■ it 
was never in her" inadequate voice and delivery. Her 
perfonnance woulcUhave damned any opera. 

The greater part:' of the audience left before the end of 
the second act. Those that remained made up for the 
discourtesy of the others by exercising their sense of 
humbug' Many funny things were said in the stalls, and 
some from the gallery were shouted to the stage. 

Fiasco ; hopeless, unmistakable, incontrovertible, was 
the verdict of the final stragglers in the vestibule ; it 
was patent to the shrugging critics. The sense of it 
had chilled the final numbers, and taken the heart out 
of the singers. Manuella’s Tast song was received with 
cat-calls. At the end there was hissing. The orchestra 
stood to their guns like men, and the grand finale under 
the biton of the young composer swelled to its over- 
whelming magnificence. He turned to face the house, 

- Mton srill in hand, that fine head of his erect, his 
would have spoken, but they drowned ■ 
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him with hisses aixd gallery wit, and so continued until the 
lights were lowered. 

The notices in the morning papers proved that the 
Press — there is no use disguising it — failed utterly in 
realizing what they had seen and heard. The best known 
of our critics contented himself by writing that the very 
greatness of the conception was an argument against its 
execution. Plaving delivered himself of this epigram, he 
wrote his article up to it, and, having mislaid the libretto 
and forgotten what it was that pleased him in the music, 
he generalized about the growing tendency to patriotism 
on the stage, and wound up a i*eally admirable essay 
with an allusion to Drake and An Englishman' s Home. 

The gentleman who wrote for The Thunderer, having 
left before the second act, dismissed the whole entertain- 
ment as obviously the work of a rich and ambitious 
amateur who has much to learn but more to forget.'' 
"" Everything that is not reminiscent is forcibly feeble. 
The beautiful unknown prima-donna was more like a 
schoolgirl shouting defiance at her governess than. Boadicea 
rebuking the Romans." 

Others fashioned their phrases merely to entertain ; 
the following was characteristic of.thele efforts : 

The new and youthful aspirant to musical honours 
breaks into the ring — the close opeta ring — on. gaily 
caparisoned steed, his visor down, tilting .with feis lance— 
or baton. A very noble knight in sooth, and one to .whom 
we owe a certain amount of gratitude for having introduced 
us to- a new Queen of Beauty, without a voice, however, 
or, we should say, any experience of the stage. He throws 
down the gage to the recognized masters of harmony, 
but that, too, is a mere detail. He*has certainly added 
to the gaiety of Nations. The shouts of laughter or 
derision. ..." 

A different note was struck in the columns of The Daily 
Satirist : 

'' Until last night the name of Harston Migotti was 
unknown. It will be interesting, although perhaps not 
difficult, to -find the motive actua%g the anonymity 
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of the gentleman who has taken a theati^e, written a 
poem (sic), composed music, mounted scenery, and 
called his entertainment ‘ Grand Opera 1 ' We were 
told last night that the whole production was merely a 
vehicle, a very cumbrous and ridiculous equipage, for 
foisting upon the public a very beautiful young woman 
who has ever}?- qualification for the stage except that she 
can neither sing nor act. If this is the case, there is 
something to bo said in favour of a new form of philan- 
thropy. It is more original than endowing public libraries, 
for a greater number of people have been given employ- 
ment. , . 

The remainder of the article consisted of a well-written 
essay on amateurism in art. 

The. above are fair specimens from the great dailies. 
No one took the opera seriously, except a newcomer to 
journalism on the staff of the Evening Intelligence^ who 
wrote that it was the noblest music that had been heard 
in England for many a long year, and for that reason 
would probably have to wait half a century for recogni- 
tion. He went on to say that he understood Mr. Migotti 
claimed to be an Englishman, and aimed at producing 
an English National Music. But he must ** find a better 
exponent than the beautiful young girl who made such a 
deplorable attempt last night in the part of Boadicea/* 

Nearly all the papers spoke of the beauty of the young, 
and unknown prima-donna. Manuella found herself 
insulted by these notices, bedewed them with angry and 
indignant tears. 

She had not wanted to sing, or to act, knowing herself 
incapable of either. They had made her do it, and 
she had wrecked everything. She was not sorry, she 
was angry/ furious. But she was also wretched. She 
was not, and never would be in any sense of the word, a 

public woman,'’ having the instincts neither of the actress 
nor of the singer, aspiring neither to fame nor notoriety. 
She had sung because there was no one else, because 
Gerald, urged it. She could see that Harston resented 
her failure. He would scarcely look at her when they 
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went home. And the next morning was worse. On the 
second night there were not eighty people in the house. 
The overture was applauded, and so were several of the 
choruses. But Manuella was almost without a voice, and 
let down every scene in which she appeared. 

'' If we can only hold on,'' Gerald said hopefully. That 
seemed the entire question with him. But ail that 
Manuella cared about was that she should be released 
from her hateful and intolerable task. She loved justice 
passionately, and Harston was being unjust to her; 
seeming to confound her with his critics, to look upon 
her as the principal factor in his great disappointment. 
She tried to argue it with him, but he was beyond 
argument. 

They were not able to “ hold on.” At the end of 
the week it became obvious to everyone that they must 
close the theatre. All the hastily-engaged incapables 
— chorus-master, stage-manager, acting manager. Press 
agents, and the rest of them, were clamorous to prove 
that they were not responsible for the failure, and to 
put the blame on some one else. To apportion the 
blame seemed the only objective, and the prima-donna 
was the natural scapegoat. 

• But it was only Harston' s attitude and the injustice 
of it that angered her. She had not wanted to sing. 

But with all her anger, she could not withhold first 
her sympathy for him, and then her admiration, tiis 
whole life had centred on the opera ; for two years it 
had never been out of his mind, and he had worked in- 
cessantly, Now it was damned by Press and public, and 
he himself was flouted, contemptuously dismissed in a 
paragraph, treated as of no account. It did not alter his 
attitude nor shake his confidence. He was- as certain of 
himself to-day as he was yesterday. 

” They will know some day,” he said, and shrugged his 
shoulders. '‘ Notwithstanding what they say, it. is the 
great English opera.” 

The week after the theatre was compulsorily closed 
he seemed to become calm — calm all at once— and that 
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light in his eyes shone more brightly th^n ever. Already 
he was at work again. Only Manuella he could not 
forgive. At least, that is how it appeared to her. Once 
when he came in and found her at the piano he put 
his hands to his ears. 

'' Oh I don't sing/' he said, '' for God's sake don't 
sing. Cook ; it is far better. Make omelettes, then if 
you break eggs no harm is done." 

She was his wife, of course, but he could not get over 
the way she had sung his music. He could not listen to 
her any more ; she must never sing again ; he closed his 
ears to her voice that had served him so ill. 

She was so altered and disciplined that she did not even 
cry out at the cruelty of it ; nor reproach him that he had 
forced her to make the attempt. 

It was comparatively easy to close the theatre, and 
dismiss the company ; the six thousand pounds had been 
lost. By various strokes of luck they even managed to 
emerge solvent. The lessor took back the theatre ; the 
principal artists, found engagements and cancelled their 
contracts. ^There was real sympathy and goodwill shown 
by the world behind the scenes. . Every musician kire%v 
what neither Press npr. public had discovered. As for the 
women and girls, to the last super, they proclaimed them- 
selves in love with the composer. 

After the theatre was closed, and all the business con- 
nected vuth it at an end, the future had to be faced. 
Gerald Streatfield had been useful, invaluable, sparing 
Harstoh .all possible detail. But he could not spare him 
the knowledge that out of six thousand pounds there was 
Jess than forty pounds left, and there was nothing coming 
in to replace the everything that had gone out. 

Harston took the news characteristically. The theatre 
had been closed a month before the accounts w^ere all in 
and the completeness of the disaster was disclosed. It 
seemed as if he had forgotten all the circumstances, or 
excluded them froih his mind. 

was the singers, principally the singers/' he 
-as ^ it,., the \ financial aspect did not exist, and 
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Gerald's amiouncement that he was ruined was of no 
account, '' I know now. I wrote my libretto in English, 
that is the reason, and in English there was no artist to 
sing it. In my new libretto I am now writing — 

'' You are really writing again — ^have started another 
libretto ? By Jove I " 

'' But why not ? " He was quite calm. Why 
not ? " He shrugged his shoulders at their evident 
surprise, but he obviously enjoyed it. Did you think 
that was the end ? The Chariot Queen the end ? Why, 
great God 1 it is only the beginning I ” 

To both Gerald Streatfield, filled with mundane things, 
and to Manuella, hurt and angry with him, but not unfair, 
it was wonderful that he ignored all that had happened, 
and was at work again on a new opera. 

This time I shall write my libretto in Italian. Italian, 
English, German, they are all my native tongues, but 
my true inspiration is English. I am writing of Queen 
Cartismandua, the great queen who gave her enemy to 
Rome." . : • 

He refused to talk of what was going to happen now- 
no mone}^ was coming in ; all he would discuss was the 
new opera. > ,*:: *- 

Manuella must manage," he ss^id vaguely. '' There 
will be enough, there will sm*eiy be enough. I need so 
little. Listen 1 " His eyes were alight. .Manuella came 
in from the cookery to which he had x'elegated her, and 
stood listening, 

" At first, when my music was murdered and ho one 
could sing, I was very angry. I was angry with Manuella ; 
poor Manuella, who cannot help it because she can only 
cook. For days and days since the theatre was closed 
I heard nothing. Then a riot of music began again, and 
I saw, I saw all the mistakes that I had made. ' Of course, 
the opera is great ; but this one will be greater, and the 
libretto must be in Italian, , . 

He was no less confident. Boadicda was * too rude a 
figure, the story too concrete. It was of humanity he 
had written, coarse and violent, even the woodland songs 
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and twilight had been colonred by war and bloody battles, 
by clash of arms. He had heard and written the birth 
pangs of a mighty nation. This new work would be 
vastly different ; he poured it all out, nothing else 
interested him. There would be one act in England, 
the land of uncleared forest, the land of pi’omise those 
first Romans saw before their own Neronian legionaries 
over-ran it. Then they would see the heavy com fleets 
arriving from the granaries of the north, pastures almost 
too deep and rich for cattle, and hills covered with innu- 
merable docks of sheep, their bodies weighed down with 
wool ; the harvest of amber from the generous sea ; all 
this they should see and hear. 

Gerald listened open-mouthed. He had brought him 
the tale of ruin, and his only answer was the new libretto. 

'' I am glad it is over ; that Churioi Quern ; I want to 
get out of my ears the crash of arms, the noise of war and 
lamentation. In this I have a dance of elves in moon- 
light,' a chorus of birds in sunshine, a skylark poised, 
black against a grey sky. Oh I but I have beautiful 
things. Listen I '.He took his place at the piano. 

Manuella rested her tray quietly on the table. Neither 
she nor Gerald moved whilst he played his first inspiration 
of the Dances of the Elves, that delicate mysterious 
aria now known as The Grass Ring.” When he swung 
round on the piano stool he was as he had been three 
months ago. Failure had neither daunted nor changed 
him. 

So !•' it is good — eh ? ” 

The music was more than good, and Gerald went into 
ecstasies. Manuella, too, joined in the praise, but she 
could see that her words were of less importance. 

Now he told them how the story would unfold, of 
Cartismandua and the x-ebellious Venusias, of the idyll 
with her armour-bearer not unlike that of Lancelot and 
Guinevere, but more radiant and impelling. He talked 
far into the morning ; he even played again. 

Be gave no thought to the state of their affairs. Three 
str^A^efore they went to bed. Gerald had said 
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at least thirty times that he was the greatest musical 
genius of the century, and he had agreed. They went 
to bed at three, with never a word of finance or failure. 

So acutely he heard, but never the pulsing note in the 
heart of the girl who presently lay at his side. He was 
a genius ; but she needed a husband — a hximan husband 
to whom she could speak of the trouble that was coming to 
her. She cried by his side and he heard nothing. It was 
from loneliness she cried, as widows cry in the night. To 
someone she must tell her trouble, and thei'e was no one. 
She had had the strength to keep her secret, until after 
The Chariot Queen was produced. Then, then she thought 
she would tell him. Now The Chariot Queen was finished, 
but everything was to happen again with Cariismandua. 
She could not tell him ; he would not listen. . . . She 
cried in her loneliness whilst he slept by her side, dreaming 
of romance and chivalry. 



CHAPTER XVIII 


E verything was the same, and yet everything 
had changed, Maniiella was enceinte with her 
first child — ^an elemental difference. And Harston was 
no longer in love with her, although perhaps unaware 
of it. She could not help him in his work. He said quite 
frankly that he could not bear to hear her sing. Also 
they hhd now. no. income upon which to draw. Little 
as she cared Tor rhoney, hardly less than he, she knew 
it was .necessary now, and presently would be more 
necessary. ; . 

Gerald tried to keep up her courage, but to him, as to 
everyone who came to, the house, Harston was the leading 
figure ; what he would do next was the great topic. There 
was no secret about' Cartismandua. Gerald said : 

. The Chariot Queen was great, but this will be greater 
still. He is writing now, not composing ; but the things 
he has played me 1 My Heavens I they are incomparable ; 
this time it is a masterpiece I Nothing else matters. 
You feel that, too, don't you ? Of course, the fault was 
not yours The Chariot Queen was ruined. But you will 
admit that, in the room, here, you sang differently. . . 

By now Gerald, too, seemed to think she was responsible 
for the failure of the opera. 

You won’t tet anything interfere with the work, will 
:you ? .Not pride, nor anything like that. He must be 
',fe^tebedr T told him afl-the money was lost 
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he only said it was of no consequence. He is wonderful, 
really wonderful. I can manage something, you know ; 
you and he are welcome to anything I have. It isn't 
much, But it may help/' 

'' Nothing is of consequence but that he should be 
undisturbed," she repeated bitterly, and he took her 
words literally. 

“ Of course, that is the thing — ^tlie only thing." 

Gerald saw only Harston. She was not to stand with her 
mere material needs between the poet and his inspiration, 
the musician and his moods. She was to minister to his 
physical needs, and be proud of her privilege. She had 
not yet told her husband how it was with her. Absorbed 
as he was in the beautiful idyll of Cartismaniua and her 
armour-bearer, no one could expect him to be interested 
in his wife's health. What was to be done when the 
money in the bank was exhausted Manuella did not know. 
She could take money from Gerald Stx'eatfield for Harston' s 
needs, but not for her own ; her cheeks flushed at the 
thought. Yet there were many things, she must- have 
. . . baby clothes, for instance. Now^ for the first time, 
her dependence weighed upon her, -All day long Harston 
wrote or played. With her heart full, with a sense of 
disaster impending and complete, she went about her 
household work, holding and hiding her secret. She 'had 
tried to make up, in the sacrifices of - her married life, for 
all the errors of her impetuous girlhood. But now, for the 
moment, she was again in rebellion. She did pot know 
what she could do ; she had no woman friend to whom 
to turn ; she had only these two men, to whom, as she 
told herself often, she was now only an encumbrance. 
The prospect of a child in these rooms, a crying child, 
seemed impossible. She was herself hardly -allowed to 
move when he worked, the slightest somid disturbed him.. 
And then she would be ill . . . Over and over again the 
question turned in her mind : what should she do ? She 
was so utterly inexperienced, so pitiably yomig. But 
she was strong. She hung on to ’ the thought of her 
strength. “ I am going to get through somehow, T ran 
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away with him without loving him, only because I was 
out of temper. It is I, not he, must sufe.” 

Every week it became more difficult to tell him, because 
each day the new opei-a became more engrossing. He 
lived in a world of his own ; often those vivid eyes of his 
looked past her, as if he never saw her at all. That she 
was here, toiling, and about to bear a child, would be for, 
him a fact infinitely small and unimportant compared 
with his visions. 

In the end, but not before her pregnancy was far 
advanced, she told Gerald Streatfield. “ He will put it in 
Harston’s biography,” she told herself bitterly, “ but he 
may he able to advise me what to do.” 

“ You know I am going to have a baby.” There was 
no use trying to find another way of saying it. 

“ I was afraid it was so. What does he say about it ? ” 

” I haven’t told him.” 

. “No ! Of course 1 must keep it from him as long as 
possible. He ought not to hear, you know, he really ought 
to hear nothing, until his libretto, at least, is finished. 
Can it be managed ? That is the question. He tells me he 
does not write as easily in Italian as in English or Gennan. 
He works hard, night and day ; what a man he is ! But, 
I say, what are you going to do ? I suppose you’ll have 
to go away. He told me that at the rate he is going he 
ought to ffiiish by Christmas. Wagner wi*ote Ths Flying 
Duichnan in seven weeks. It would be an awful pity for 
anything to interrupt him.” 

“ I shan't interrupt him,” she said sullenly. 

“ No 1 I know, you are simply ripping to him.” 

■ Nevertheless, although he thought her of so little 
account, Gerald’s practical mind was very useful. He 
found a nursing home for her, and even got over the 
money difficulties. 

“ Haven't you got any jewellery, anjdhing you can 
pawn ? ” ' 

, Such a solution had never occurred to Manuela, but, 
once Gerald suggested it, eversrthing became easy. She 
string of pearls given to her by her father when 
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she was still at school. She had not brought away the 
wedding present of jewellery, or any of the things Lord 
Lyssons had given her, but she wore always this little 
string of pearls. Gerald was able to borrow nearly two 
hundred pounds on them, which seemed an inexhaustible 
fortune. She was very inexperienced and grateful. Later, 
they agreed that Gerald should tell Harston of what was 
going to happen. 

I can tell him casually. You*ll see he’ll take little 
notice of it.” 

'' What is that of which I shall not take any notice ? ” 

Harston came in whilst they were speaking, looking 
from one to another, sure, of course, that they were dis- 
cussing him, some flaw or beauty they had discovered in 
what he had played or read to them. 

Nothing of importance,” Gerald answered cheeiiully, 
proud of his presence of mind, nothing to interfere.” 

Not the chorus ? ” 

No, no 1 certainly not the chorus. I am off ; see 
you later, perhaps.” 

But when Gerald had gone, thinking *thus^ to avoid the 
question, and put off the moment* when it would be 
necessary to tell him of the coming trouble, Harston 
repeated the question and pressed it. 

If it is not the chorus, it must be the quintette. Tell 
me.” He insisted. 

This was no case of whispering in his ear, nestling in his 
arms, crying on his shoulder; he was not that sort of 
husband. 

It is nothing to do with the opera. It is only that 
I am going to have a child,” she blurted out. 

” A child ! You are going to have a child ? ” . 

He seemed quite stupefied and stared at her, as if it 
were some action she had taken against him, something 
in which he had had no part. 

” But it is impossible 1 ” And then, after a pause, 
recollecting himself, and as if in apology : . But what a 
trouble, what^an inconvenience ! Here,” he looked around, 

'' and before the opera is finished ? ” He was dismayed* 
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no one s;howed tact in dealing with him. They treated 
him as if he were an ordinary man, and he fell to 
pieces under the test. It was a week before he came 
again. And after that, Manuella, her mind clear, although 
her body was so weak, begged him to stay away. He 
brought, her nothing but the knowledge that he suffered 
in coming ; that she and the child were no essential part 
of Ms life. He talked of nothing but the opera. 

She could not wait for her convalescence, tlie wailing 
baby jarred her overwrought nerves. As yet, at least, 
it brought no message to her. Long before her strength 
returned she was worrying about ways and means, think- 
xng how she should manage. In four w^eeks she W'as 
walking about the room. In five she surprised Gerald 
by her unexpected return to Bedford Square. 

But how good it is to see you here ! 

Gerald's weicome, at least, was spontaneous and hearty, 
as he met her on the staircase, 

'' He is out ; I suppose he didn't know you were coming. 
He is awfully restless and disiYaU—<M his food, too. It 
is a good thitig you are back ; it doesn't seem to be going 
well with the work ; I think he has put it aside for the 
moment. There have been one or two inquiries about 
TM Chafiot Qimn. He talks of rescoring part of it, Vm 
glad you are back/* 

I suppose he hasn't thought of any w^’ay of making 
money ? " 

you can't harness Pegasus ..." 

Upstairs she found disheartening things that mom 
experienced housekeepers might have expected—dirty 
pots and pans, broken crockery, burnt saucepans, the 
handiwork of the charw^oman Gerald had engaged from 
the. theatre. 

But what I do say, ma'am, is the music your husband 
makes of an evening is that lovely I hain't got the 'eart 
to clean up, I just sets and listens to it, me apron over 
^me *^d. . . 

Shi was specious, dishonest, drunken. When Manuella 
rid ^^f her volubility and excuses, depressed in the 
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undusted sitting-room, it seemed that this life she had 
prepared for herself was unbearable, too hard for her, 
not worth living. 

“She has let everything go to ruin'' — there was even 
passion in her plaint over her household gods. Gerald, 
when he came up in the evening, had difficulty in con- 
soling her. Secretly he thought she was a little hard on 
Mrs. Mortimer. 

“ But you'll soon have everything to rights again, 
don't get the hump. Even if he doesn't say anything, 
he'll be glad you are back." 

Harston was glad, and even said so. Yet all that 
evening she did not seem able to shake off her depression. 
It was, of course, impossible to have a wailing infant here 
with them ; she had no feeling for it, and could think 
of it quite detachedly. The matron of the home had 
found a kind woman to mother it. It was so small; no 
one could be unkind to it. 

Gerald asked her why she was depressed. Harston 
played to her nearly all the evening. The baby had no 
place, not even in her heart. So she^ thought, and that 
all her duty was to the man to whom' she had run reck- 
lessly, because her stepmother angered her. 

The next day and the next were occupied in restoring 
order to her little domain ; there was no time for fretting^ 

It cost money to replace necessities. She found he;*self 
thinking constantly of money. “I am growing like 
father," she said to Gerald. 

“ Oh, no ; don't say that ! " 

“ But what are we to do ? There is nothing coming 
in, and you say I mustn't speak about it to him. What 
about the rent ? " 

“ I've got enough for that." 

• "We can't live on you. I am not going to live on 
you." 

. “ He is getting on ever so much better now ; your 
affair put him back months, positively months. We don't 
know what we have lost. It would be simply awful to pull 
him up again over a few pounds. You know in a way he 
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is altered, there is an exquisite humility^ He doesn't 
say now : ‘ I am Migotti, I have achieved/ He says : 

' I am Migotti, I will achieve/ One day, when you have 
time, I TOsh you would look through my notebook ; you 
will be surprised/^ 

“ He could make all we want by playing accompani- 
ments/' 

You know you don't mean it/' 

I mean we can't live on nothing/' 

I never thought of you as mercenary." 

" Well, you can now if you like/' She was paying the 
woman eighteen shillings a w’eek to care for her baby. The 
seven weeks in the nursing home had cost a fortune. 

The sense of emptiness, unMfilment, depression per- 
sisted. But Harston was working well ; inspiration was 
flowing back to him. He said once : 

‘ " You bring me good fortune. Since you are back all 
goes better/' 

Since he worked better because she was here, she was 
at least keeping her marriage vows — ^those vows made 
after she Ha4./^d:^Lord Lyssons' letter. How could it 
be j^ossible she missed that wailing baby ? Neither the 
baby nor the wmit of money must be allowed to impede 
Hkrstdh/ 'Gerald said she had to keep the gyves from 
his spirits, free him, take' all burdens on herself, and let 
him soar. 

He was not yet soaring, but uplifted, making flights, 
^ort, spasmodic, that carried him a little way, and 
were preliminary to his disappearance in the empyrean. 
The libretto and the music were progressing together, 
but not quickly. He had to be alone now ; he could 
not even bear her in the room with him. He may have 
he lacked something as a companion, as a husband. 

^ He made a sort of apology. Gerald wrote down the 
txict words ; it was fortunate he was in the room. 

When I am alone the musical fibres within me vibrate, 
heterogeneous sounds form themselves into chords, and 
;|t/is then I hear the melody which reveals my inner self 
/ 'My loud beats marks the impetuous 
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rhythms ; I become excited, overwhelmed. Afterwards, 
before it is gone, I must write, play ; sometimes tears 
gush out of my eyes as I write or play, , . 

They could not talk of money to him after that, 
Manuella agreed with Gerald that it would be impossible, 

Harston really lacked nothing. Manuella, women do 
these things often, went without new clothes, ate sparingly, 
eked out what little was left. Gerald paid the rent, and 
was grateful for the opportunity. He, too, was living for 
posterity, keeping his note-book faithfully. 

** His time of privation. How I was privileged to pay 
the rent of two rooms in Bedford Square whilst the immortal 
work was in progress r 

There came a day when she drew the last ten pounds 
out of the bank. What was going to happen when that 
was gone she did not know. This rvas the day the woman 
who had charge of the baby brought it to the flat. She 
was a married woman, \vith a husband out of work, and 
he had had an offer from an emigration agency. That 
was why she brought the child back t^i|%; rnother. He 
was now nearly four months old, 

He's a good baby, ma'am, ^ I will say that for. iiim, 
although he was puny enough when I took him from-.,y“bu* : 
Such eyes he's got on him too ; ^ you “wait till he opens 
them. I'd keep him myself now;’’ ma'am, if I was you, . 
if ^you'll excuse me saying so. It don't seem natural for 
you to be giving him up. You never can tell with these 
women that take children to nurse. I shouldn't like to 
think of him neglected nor ill-treated. Feel his weight, 
ma'am ; he’s doubled since I had him." 

She gave the child to Manuella. 

He seemed satisfied to go to her, and .smiled into 
her face — smiled and gurgled. Quite a pang seized 
her, a pang of tenderness ; this was the birth of mother- 
love, She stooped over him and kissed him; his little 
cheeks were soft. . 

" How small he is 1 Can't he do anything for himself ? " 

The surprise of her tenderness made her speech in- 
coherent "He's. like, my brother Bertie used to be^ 
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Aren't his arms fat ? " She kissed them too, eveiy 
moment she held the child it became more certain that 
it belonged in her aims. She held it closer, her heart 
throbbing as the warmth of the little body stole through 
her. Again she put her face down . , . miracle of 
miracles, he had fallen asleep in her arms I 
Yowll keep him yourself, ma'am ? '' 

Shall I know what to do for him ? " The hesitation 
was artificial. She knew she would not relinquish him 
again. 

The Lord sends the knowledge when he sends the 
baby. Y ou' II do well enough . You'd have done all 
right from the first if they’d have let you. I never believe 
these stories doctors and nurses tell you about not being 
^ . able to nurse a child yourself. If 3^011’ d have kept him at 

1 i"' • ' \ the breast he’d have sucked and sucked and brought the 

\ I ' " milk along, bless him I That stuff they give him in the 

i Home only chilled his blessed little stomach. I put him 

ij on warm barley-water till I freed him of it. Now he gets 

I ' his milk with the barley-water — no foods, no artificial 

in'- messes. An' you .likes yoiiv bottle, don’t you, my 

A ' beauty r" 

j;: Manuella had learnt none of this talk, but the words 

were like a native tongue to her. And all the time the 
I' . , baby slept in her arms. She was told what it was went 

> into his ^ bottle ; how wonderful to think she would cook 

I'. for him ! The woman showed her how to make the food, 

and stayed a long time talking. When the baby awoke 
and cried, Manuella put the teat to its mouth, whispered 
. to herself that she was his mother,” his “'mammy,” and 
|! was awed. The baby sucked greedily and fell asleep, 

b, , sucked spasmodically in its sleep, and slept again. His 

P^>, ' \ eyes seemed to look at her, and then they half closed. The 

wai“mth in her arms was sweet to her, a splendid present 
‘ that had been brought her unexpectedly. All the time 
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'' Or peppermint. And don't yon feed him too often ; 
it's regular as does it/' 

How often ? " 

Every three hours/' 

Always the same thing ? " 

More milk and less barley-water as he gets on. He 
won't give you no trouble. I've never nursed a better 
baby, once I got him right. You're a born mother ; 
anyone can see that by the way you hold him. Lovey, 
dovey 1 Look at 'im now 1 The beauty 1 Keep him 
snuggling up ; that's what they want most, lovin' of them. 
You'll find out ail about him, he'll almost tell you 
himself." 

Manuella paid her off presently, gave her a present she 
could ill afford, and thanked lier for all she had done. 
Harston might come in at any moment ; Gerald too, She 
had to get supper ready. She was reluctant to put the 
child down, but eventually she laid it on the bed. She felt 
the warmth of its body through all her own body whilst she 
grilled the steak and fried the potatoes. More than once 
she went from the stove to the bedroom; light-footed,, to 
see what lay there. It still slept, and once smiled as if 
in a happ}?' dream. Then .she kissed it again. She knew 
she would be able to care for him. She had learnt more 
difficult things since she had run away with Harston 
Migotti. 

When Gerald came upstairs, and Harston came in, she 
gave them their supper. Harston was in good spirits, 
full of a wonderful lyric. After supper he meant to add a 
final polish ; he would not read it to them ; perhaps he 
would play the music. 

" This story is coming to me quite differently from 
The Chariot Queen. The melodies and harmonies are 
born with the words ; they seem to come together, 
although the words are sometimes faint. But you shall 
hear." 

All the evening he played, and • she went backwards 
and forwards to the bedroom, extraordinarily happy. 
There was no change in their circumstances ; only a 
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ten-pound note was between themselves and want, but 
anxiety and trouble seemed to have been lifted from her. 

Harston played himself into such good humour, 
Gerald was so extravagantly laudatory, that she took her 
courage in both , hands and told them what had happened. 

Come now and see him. He hasn't disturbed you, 
has he ? Pm sure he never will. . , 

But this isn’t what they showed me 1 ” Harston ex- 
claimed at the sight of the plump and sleeping child. 

Thej? all laughed, even Harston himself. 

Of course, he has grown. I see So this is my 
son ! 

He watched it sleeping ; Gerald read his mind more 
easily than Manuella, even now. 

You might write a herceiise for him/’ he suggested, 

'' Ought his finger to be in his mouth ? ” Harston 
asked. 

And noxie of them knew if it were right or wrong ; the 
community of their ignorance drew them together. 
Harston spoke of the Master and Siegfried, 

I have never thought about children — ^babies. It is 
wonderful that I should have a son, and that tliis should 
be he. What a quantity of hair he has, but so dark ; 
he is not nearly as English as I/’ She had not imagined 
he would have been so much interested. Are they 
musician’s fingers ? He put his own, tentatively, on the 
little fist. And, behold, it opened, closing on the tentative 
fingers. The conquest was complete. There was no 
question about its staying with them. 

When Harston went back to the piano, Manuella and 
Gerald stayed, and talked in whispers. 

'' But if it cries when he is composing ? ” 

He won’t cry if he is properly looked after/’ she said 
confidently. ' 

'' Trust you for that,” Gerald answered. 

If the worst came to the worst there was his own bed- 
room downstairs, 

"^SYou’ll have to take it there. He might turn into 
Wagner, and spread his fame. . I shouldn’t 
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T en pounds between tbemseh^es and penury — ten 
founds ! The first week after the baby came 
six pounds went. She would learn how to make clothes 
for him, but at present she had to buy them.^^ljHe must 
be put into short clothes. She was so happ}?‘"with her 
new responsibility that she could not stop to think of 
money. It was true she was a bom mother, just as she 
was a born housewife. It was as if she had come through 
a great spiritual crisis. Now she knelt before her mother- 
hood as a Christian convert at his first communion. And 
the baby throve, sucked its thumb, gurgled, smiled, and 
slept. She told Gerald it had an instinct about its father. 
If it had to cry, and the best of babies must cry some- 
times, it cried when Harston was out, or sleeping so 
soundly that nothing woke him. She could slip out of 
bed, take the infant into the next room, hush its crying, 
all without Harston hearing. The first week flew like 
lightning,; every minute was occupied. Harston went 
from his piano to his desk, from desk to piano, and his 
inspiration never flagged. An agent in Berlin wrote to 
ask about the rights in The Chariot Queen, and Gerald 
was already inquiring about a translator for the libretto. 
He said that the Germans were really music-lovers ; 
Harston would come into his own in Germany, the Berlin 
iCipetit JjQWe, was the very place. ... 
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'' For the great English National Opera ? Manuella 
asked. But she was really too happy that, first week to 
be satiricah 

A ring and two brooches remained to pawn. School- 
girl trinkets both. It was fortunate that Sir Hubert 
Wagner's presents to his daughter had been of good 
quality. Wfith another seventeen pounds in hand the 
immediate future could be faced. 

She saved and spared, chiefly on her own food ; work- 
ing early and late. It was woman's work, not reckoned 
by any schedule, nor controlled by any union, without 
Thursday half-holidays, short days on Saturdays and 
Sundays off. Just woman’s work, seven days in every 
week, fourteen hours a day, with an hour or two extra 
taken from the night, when she walked the floor with 
the baby, so that Harston should be undisturbed. 

Harston was completely absorbed and content. He 
had found out something new about himself. Whenever 
he was not at his desk or at the piano he talked of his 
discovery. He needed sympathy, an audience," and, 
although since she had sung The , Chariot Queen music 
so badly that he was no longer in love with her, he told, 
her about it ; because she was there. 

‘'It is not what Wagner has done for operatic music 
in Germany that I must do for England ; rather what 
Palestrina did for Church music in Italy. . . 

He would dilate upon this theme for hours, upon pure 
melody and simplicity in harmonies, and more technical 
matters, whilst Manuella wondered if the milk had come 
to the boil, and whether she would have time to peel 
the potatoes. 

■Whenever he stopped to say : ‘'You agree with me, 
of course ? " she teought herself back from the potatoes 
or milk and answered : "I am. sure you are quite 
right." 

While he went on talking she sometimes fell to wonder- 
ing how long that seventeen pounds would last. Baby 
ought to have a cot, a perambulator. 

" If I am a poet, and there is no doubt that I am also 
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a musician, that is surely enough. I was wrong in 
elaborating the scenery. They would surely have heard 
more clearly, understood my meaning better, if there 
had been nothing for the eye. It is the eax', the ear and 
the intelligence, to which I make my appeal, . * 

She herself ate little, she could easily go without meat 
altogether. Two pounds a week was ample for the house- 
keeping, even if baby had his meat-juice. A perambulator 
would cost three pounds, a cot thirty shillings. Four 
pounds ten shillings from seventeen pounds. . . . 

In Shakespeare's coimtry I w^ill write my opera for 
production as Shakespeare wrote his plays. A bare stage, 
a painted drop scene, no accessories. He had only his 
words. I have my words, too, and my music shall be 
my scenery, my accessories. , . 

Gerald could argue with him, did argue with him, in 
the evenings, talking of Reinhardt and modern con- 
ditions. Manuelia never argued, it was so much simpler 
to agree . and go on thinking how long she could eke out 
her money. 

Before Gerail^'s arguments had prevailed — and he always 
had the idea *that :H'arston was not quite serious in his 
intention of producing' grand opera without scenery — 
the rent was due again. Gei'ald's resources were not in- 
exhaustible; his salary was at their conimand, but it 
was not a princely one. Those two old maids down- 
stairs could not be left without the pittance upon which 
they lived. What was to be done ? 

Manuella's beauty now was the -beauty of emacia- 
tion ; the perfection of line was there, with the noble 
young head, fine brow, Greek nose, mouth a perfect bow, 
but thin and without colour. There was no colour in her 
face at all. Against the black coil of her hair it was like 
fine ivory ; the curled lashes lay over eyes that no longer 
sparkled; they had a new depth, a new tenderness, but 
they were rarely uplifted, they dwelt on humble things, 
^on things beneath them, on the baby on her Imee, the 
in which. she stiixed his food. She was so thin 
^ Qbihe$ hung upon her. But was only saving 
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money, not making it, for all her privation ♦ What was 
to be done ? , , 

'' I suppose you wouldn’t apply to. your people ? 
Gerald ventured. 

How can I?’’ 

For herself it would be impossible. She would rather 
starve ; she had already begun to think it was not so 
difficult to starve as people said, if you used yourself to 
it gradually. But there was baby, he ought to have a 
pelisse, a hat or bonnet. 

You have not heard anything more from Berlin ? 

“ I am getting the libretto translated/’ 

That will have to be paid for ? ” 

'' I can get it done very inexpensively ; there is a man 
who works for our firm. ...” 

'' Which means, I suppose, that you will pay for that, 
too. You would think it too dreadful to talk to Harston, 
to see if he would propose .something ? The season is 
coming on, he could play. ...” 

On that point Gerald was emphatic. ^ - . . 

” Even if he would, he ought not to. You 'don’-t under- 
stand. No, don’t be angry ; I mean it^is difficult for ybu 
to realize that, although The Chariot Queen was a failure, 
it has given him a certain position nis name is known. 
People, the right people, talk about Idm, ask what he is 
doing. The composer and librettist oh The Chariot Qmen 
cannot ask for an engagement as an accompanist i There 
are some things that can’t be done. He ooiM sell the 
score of The Chariot Queen, my own people would buy 
it, but only outright. He ought not to part with it like 
that ; it isn’t fair to him, or, in a way, to you, or to the 
boy. There is bound to come a time when everything 
he has written will be of value.” 

Manuella said desperately 

” But until then. ...” 

” Madame Liebius will be back in less than three 
weeks.” 

” Md we are to sponge on her ? ” ■ ’ 

‘' Your father has given nearly half a million to establish 
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the Church in South Africa. It was in The Daily Tele- 
.yesterday. You know they are out there ? 

'f~v % Ho, I don't, I am not interested in them. Besides, 

don't read the papers, I haven't time/' Is Bertie with 
them ? 

“Your brother? I don't know. No! I think not, 
Tve heard something about him lately, what was it ? 
Oh I of course. ..." He stopped short, glanced at her, 
reddened. 

“ You may as well tell me. Is he in Loudon ? What 
is he doing ? " 

There is nothing very much to tell. It was while 
we were engaging the chorus at the ‘ Palestrina/ arrang- 
ing the ballet that I heard of a girl he was, well, sort 
of engaged to. . . 

Manuella, although she had been married for eighteen 
months and carried a baby in her arms, knew so little of 
the world that he could not put it differently. Perhaps 
he thought her more ignorant than she was, but, in any 
case, it was impossible for him to say that he understood 
her brother was keeping Coralie Standing, She pi“€ssed 
him, but he had little to add. She said slowly, presently : 

“ I might write to Bertie." 

And, as she said it slowly, a flush of home-sickness came 
upon her for Bertie I How fond she had been of him I 
Bertie and she had been so much to each other. Their 
young days together came back to her ; she put her face 
down to the baby's, he was seldom out of her arms;, 
there were tears on her lashes, her voice was unsteady : 

“ I might write to Albert. I suppose he is at Stone 
House ? " 

“ Do ! ril find out if he's living at home. Anyway, 
they are sure to know his address there." 

She had had so much to think of that she had almost 
forgotten Albert ; he would not let her starve. lie may 
have disapproved of her marriage, taken sides with her 
parents ; her letter, to him "‘"addressed to Gairoch had 
come back unopened, but this, of course, was Lady 
4omg. But if he knew she was hungry, , , , 
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She dashed of a letter quickly. Gerald undertook it 
should be delivered. . . 


'' I wonder whether you would come and see me, 
or if you have been forbidden. I long so to see you ; 
Fve something to show you, something very like you. 
We were awfully fond of each other, weren’t we ? I’m 
in a sort of trouble, nothing to do with my marriage, 
and I haven’t got anyone else to turn to. But don’t 
come if you don’t want. Tear this up if you like.” 

She found herself crying over the paper, thinking he 
might tear it up and not wish to see her. But she wouldn’t 
be proud with him, not too proud. She added quickly : 

I do hope you’ll write or come. 

“ Your everdoving only sister, 

Manuella.” 
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husband, and the room without pictures or ornaments. 
He said Poor old girl 1 *’ and IV s rough luck/’ and 

She always was a pincher,” and other similar phrases, 
before they settled back into anything like their old 
childish intimacy. 

And then it was some time before she came to her 
reason for sending for him, vShe was awkward about it, 
for to ask Albert for help was a reversal of all their 
relations. 

“ You said you had something to show me. . . /’ 
After she fetched the baby things grew a little easier 
between them. Baby was smiling and friendly, and Albert 
saw the likeness she pointed out. 

He’s a rippin’ little chap. You are quite right ; 
he is like me. I suppose that’s why you’re so fond of 
him/’ For she was hiding her face in his soft hair, speak- 
ing baby language to him. It was her oum eyes she 
wanted to hide from Albert, they were again wet. '‘ You’ll 
help me with him/’ she wanted to say, but the words would 
not come. 

. I say, yciii" don’t mean you nurse and look after him 
yourself. He’s got a nurse, 1 suppose ? ’’ 

' '' No/’ Her face was stiU hidden, her voice stifled. 
"V I like doing things for him myself/’ 

“ But when you go out. . . 

. '' I don’t go out/’ 

Draw it mild/’ 

• “ Wall, not often/’ She faced him then, flushing. 
There was no use hiding the truth or why she had sent 
for him, 

'' We’re awfully poor, you know/’ 

She went on more quickly, and now it was be who 
averted liis face from that flushed one of hers, those wet 
eyes. 

I can’t afford a servant or . . . or anything, until 
the opera is finished. You say I’m thin . .. /’ then she 
hurried more^ for it was dreadful to tell him she had not 
to eat. Half a sob escaped her, changing into a 
has giv^ hidf a'' million; and if 
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you don't help me, his grandson, in another four or five 
days/' she cuddled the baby to her, “won't have his 
bottle filled, . , /' Albert could not face her, 

“ It isn't true 1 " 

“ It's truer than true," 

“ Not enough to eat 1 I say 1 

His own voice was broken, he was confounded, ha had 
not known himself capable of so much emotion, he felt like 
crying ; it is possible he was crying ; anyway, he did not 
speak for a moment or two. 

“ You'll help us, won't you ? " 

“ Not enough to eat ! I can't believe it. Why didn't 
you write before, or to the Governor ? It’s just like yon 
, . . you're such a fool. . . 

Albert began to bluster ; he had to do something to 
keep from crying, he was of course a weakling. 

“ It's your damned pride. . . 

“ Well, I'd rather starve than ask her for anything. 
She is enjoying all this newspaper gabble over that half 
million father is giving to the Church in South Africa. 
I did think of sending a picture to The 'ISdlly Mirror of 
' Strangers relieving Lady Wagner's stepdaughter.' " ' * ' 

It was sob and laughter, but Albert only heard the 
laughter. 

“ Oh, shut up ; don't laugh ! I c^n't bear it. Mimi, 
damn it ! " his eyes were quite red, “ I've always been 
fond of you, you might have written. . , 

He sank into a chair, and actually cried without dis*' 
guise ; positively she had to comfort him. She went over 
to him, and roughened up his hair with her disengaged 
hand in the old way. 

“Don't cry, silly. I did write, I have written; I 
didn't starve. There's a lot of nourishment in porridge. 
It isn't as bad as ail that ; I can even give you a cup of 
tea." 

“ You're such a damned fool . . that was by way of 
endearment. He kissed her again roughly ; his tears 
were wet on her cheeks. She disengaged herself from 
him, laughing, and crying, and protesting. 

X5^ 
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" You’re crushing baby ; he’ll start crying in a ininute. 
Don’t, Bertie, don’t. I can’t stand it. . . 

It was not their way to be emotional with each other ; 
Albert was soon ashamed of Ms tears. 

'* Of course something will have to be done. . . 

“ It’s only tiding us over the next few weeks or months. 
It isn’t as if there was any doubt about Harston’s genius. 
The Chariot Queen will be produced in Berlin ; the new 
opera is finer than that." 

" Do you mean that all you’ve got to look to is what 
that fellow makes out of writing music ? ” 

“ When baby is a little older I could give lessons or 
demonstrations in cookery, or learn typing; there are 
ever so many tMngs I could do. It’s only the next few 
months. ...” She laughed again hysterically. ” Half a 
dozen solid meals, and the knowledge that baby wouldn’t 
have to go without Ms bottle, and I believe I could make 
a living for us all You don’t know how clever I am. 
I bdieve I can do anytMng but sing.” 

” Sing 1 Why the devil should you sing ? ” He had 
not quite recovered Mmself ; he took out Ms pocket- 
•book and empties! its contents on the table. " Of coume 
I thall see you through. How about this ? Count it, will 
you ? They’ll have to fork you out an allowance. . ." 

Albert had nearly thirty pounds in Ms pocket-book, 
(^te a fortune. She would only take twenty of It. She 
^d it was all right now they were in touch with each 
, rvothra: again. 

“Twenty pounds will last me two months. By then 
sometMng may have happened with the opera. . . .” 

They had tea together. He held the baby whilst she 
; . ■ made tea, and was quite clever in handling Mm, with the 
. , ’ assistance of various instructions she called out to Mm 
from time to time as she got the cups and saucers. 

, . ; It was wMlst they were at tea she heard about all Ms 

I , , own debts and difficulties. His allowance of five thousand 
a'. year he naturally exceeded; he was overdrawn at Ms 
up to his ears in debt. His magnanimity in empty- 
Ifl^i^^.^'l^cket-book for her became oMrious. 






CONCERT PITCH 229 

' You don’t know how they set about a fellow who's 
supposed to have money/’ 

She heard again of moneylenders, touts and racing 
tipsters, of jewellers who pressed their wares. And 
incoherently, elliptically, she was told of other expenses, 
A fellow can’t live alone ; you know what I mean. 
A fellow gets into a mess before he knows where he is. 
You sent your letter to Coralie’s flat.” She did not stop 
him to say that that was Gerald's doing, ” I never wanted 
the flat, I knew it was too expensive ; she took it herself. 
And there are always dressmakers’ bills and things. , . . 
You can’t keep expenses down if you are the only son of 
a multi-millionaire. They say the Governor is going to 
get a peerage. I ought to have at least another five 
thousand a year. ...” 

She could read his life through his confidences. There 
had been no good influence in it, no glimpse of higher 
things than the gi'atifi.cation of his passions, appetites, 
or vanity. His mother had wished him to make aris- 
tocratic acquaintances, his father had been absorbed in 
affairs. He had been a prey to unprincipled *'riien. and 
women, all intent upon ** getting a bit ^^^om this -scion^ 
of the millionaire house. He was ashamed of the story 
he had to tell — as much ashamed of his own as he w^, 
shocked at hers. He was not naturally a spendthrift, 
nor even extravagant, and his tastes were domestic, 
although he had no opportunity to indulge them in the 
flat he shared with a greedy theatre girl. As he talked,"*- 
red-eyed and repentant, one could see that he was weak 
rather than wicked. 

You know, in a way, this isn’t so bad. when you get 
used to it — ^the baby, and all that. It’s better thaii 
going from the " Ritz ’ to the ' Savoy,’ from one place of 
amusement to another, your hand in your pocket all 
the time. Her damned car cost me eight hundred pounds, ; 
and she goes out in it with other fellows. , . /' 

He did not go away until nearly seven o’clock, until 
Gerald came and was introduced. ' Gerald seemed to 
Albert one degree better than his brother-in-law, ;but/onIy- 
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one degree. He thought he looked like a city clerk, 
which indeed he was, and that Manuella had made a most 
awful mess of things. 

By the time he found himself outside the house, he 
remembered he had been forbidden to hold any com- 
munication with his disgi*aced and disgraceful sister, and 
that his stepmother had impressed it upon him. Befoi^e 
he dined that night, at the '' Berkeley/' with a couple of 
other fellows, he had begun to be uneasy at the con- 
sequences of his action. He was up to his neck in 
debt, and Loetitia was quite capable of cutting off 
supplies. 

When he was at Bedford Squai’e it had been his inten- 
tion to WTite to Ms parents on Manuella's behalf. Before 
he had finished dressing for dinner he thought it would 
be better to do what he could himself, on the strict q. L 
He remembered what a hole he would be in if they did not 
settle up for him. He had that unsound spot in him, 
that soft, inherent, gangrenous selfishness. 

It was a curious coincidence that he should meet Lord 
Lyssons that evening. He was dining at the ** Berkeley/' 
and Waldo sat ' at the next table. At first he did not 
know what to do ; he looked away and felt awkward, 
but when Lyssons nodded to him, he returned the greeting. 

'' I didn't know you were back/' he said, later on, 

' when they were in the hall 

Neither did I until yestercla}^ I wasn't, as a matter 
of fact. How is everybody ? the news ? Where 

are you off to ? Going my way ? " 

Albert was flattered at Lord Lyssons' cordiality. He 
was going to do what he did six evenings a week, and, 
twice on Wednesdays and Saturdays. He was going to 
.sit in a stall in the Gaiet}’’ and watch Coralie Standing 
dance. Afterwards he would probably entertain her and 
her friends to supper. Later still, he might adjourn to a 
house in Bruton Street, where chemin de fer was played— 
with a cagnoUe, but avoiding the police and the Gaming 
; the pretence of being a private house. Ha had 

” ^been robbed of over ten thousand pounds there. 
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and had a foolish hope of getting it back. He did not 
give the whole of the projected evening to Lord L3^ons, 
but answered : 

'' Fve got a stall at the Gaiety. I suppose you haven*t 
seen The Whispering Girl?'* 

'' No. Is it very good ? Do you think I could get a 
stall ? 

Vm pretty pally with the management. If there's 
one in the house they'd give it me," 

'' Then it will be a great thing for me to go there with 
you ? " 

'' I didn't say that/’ 

Albert, too, could be sullen. Lord Lyssons apologized 
for his frivolity. He shared a cab with Albert, and went 
to the Gaiety, A stall was secured without apparent 
difficulty. Albert pointed out Coralie. She wore a 
diamond necklace which distinguished her from the other 
chorus girls. Albert w^as not at all reticent ; Waldo 
was apparently sympathetic. 

He asked after many of their mutual acquaintances, 
after Sir Hubert and Ladj^ Wagner, the Sallusts, the 
Banffs. 

“ I only got back last night, I haven't seen a soul . , '' 
He asked after everyone but the one person of whom he 
wished to hear. 

Your father has had a stroke of paralysis ; I am sorry 
to hear that. The last I heard of him he was in South 
Africa ; some scheme about building churches/' 

'' He gets about, but he isn't himself ; my mother 
manages all his business affairs — everything. They are 
still in South Africa, sort of pilgrimage idea about it. 
No, not expiation ; I don't think the Governor ever did' 
anything he shouldn't. But Lourdes, you know, and 
that sort of thing ; , he thinks he'll get his health back. 
I say, come on to supper with us afterwai*ds ; there'll be 
a lot of girls, I wish you would. I'll introduce you to 
Coralie. She always says I don't know anyone* . . /' 

Waldo actually supped at Romano's with Bertie 
Wagner, two toxizled damsels with a last train to catch 
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m ..... , , . ... . 

Coralie in her most bewitching mood, Elsie Bantock, 
Major Dawson, and a youth with a narrow forehead, 
projecting teeth and a Jewish name. 

When Albert wrote to his stepmother, he chronicled the 
incident in the way he thought would appeal to her* 

Such a curious thing, Lyssons has turned up again. 
I dined and supped with him last night ; he has asked 
me to drive down to Ranelagh with him to-morrow, seems 
to have taken quite a fancy to me. I suppose you don't 
mind. After all, it was Manuella threw" him over, not he 
her. If he does not resent it, I suppose we need not, . . 

Afterw'ards liis letters were full of this growing inti- 
macy. Albert was amazingly flattered by Waldo's interest 
in him. Waldo by this time knew all about Coralie and 
the flat, the gaming hell in Bruton Street, and ail the 
imbroglio of his a&irs. W^aldo gave him good advice, 
and Albert always meant to follow it. 

All right, ril stop away. I lose every time I go to the 
•da^ed place. .1 beUeve they stack the cards; I never 
get a pass. 

“..My dear fellow ” — ^Albert had advanced to calling 
"Irard Lyssons -my dear fellow “ — “ give np Coralie and 
li,e flat ! I wish to . God I could. She won’t let me off ; 

, She knows the Governor’s ‘ shaky.' ’’ 

“I suppose you have promised to marry her if anything 
happens to him ? ’’ 

" More or less.’’ 

“ Principally more, I suppose. But I shouldn't do it 
if . I were you.’’ 

"And then, at last, after a fortnight of Albert’s society, 
Without hearing an 3 rihing of Manuella, without being 
able to ask, and yet hungry to hear, he said ; 

" You couldn’t introduce her to your sister, you know.’’ 

" ,I don’t know that. You should see the people my 
aster’s mixed up with. Chaps with long hair-city 

t! a short description of the stairs he had, climbed 
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to get to her, and, seeing Lord Lyssons appeared interested 
he went on : 

I never understood about you and Manuella, It 
isn't a delicate subject, is it ? *' Waldo shook his head 
as Albert looked at him inten-ogatively. “ I thought 
at one time she was awfully gone on you. The mater 
said something one day about your being ' eccentric/ 
or something like that, and she turned on her like a wild 
cat. I don't believe she cared a bit about the chap she 
married ; nobody could, you know* I believe the mater 
ragged her into it. She was certainly gone on you 
at one time. You don't mind me saying so, do 
you ? 

If the hand rolling the cigarette was not quite steady, 
Albert was not the man to notice it. 

** I hope she is happy ! " 

Happy ! She's damned miserable. They haven't got 
a bob " 

The whole story came out. Albert was perhaps a little 
vainglorious in telling it. He had got over his emotion 
by now, , . . ' 

I emptied my pocket-book the first time I'^ent there. 

I cried like a child. She hadn't had enough to eat she'd 
gone to skin and bone. , , Under his tan Waldo went, 
very pale. He lit the cigarette he had rolled. < 

'' Poor, is she ? " 

Bally near starving I Of course, if the Governor was 
anything like himself, if he wasn't under Steppie’s 
thumb ..." 

You think he doesn't know ? " 

Stands to reason. Why, it's a public scandal, a crying 
scandal, that's what it is. Over half a million in 
churches, and God knows what in charity, and party 
things. He is going to get a peerage, and you don't get 
a peerage for nothing, and his only daughter without a 
cent* She says she's going to teach, or cook. * . /' ; 

She is brave, then ? " 

Brave ! I believe you. She laughed when she told 
me ; said porridge was sustaining if you got enough of if/' 
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Waldo heard all the details as he had heard all about 
Coralie. Albert could keep nothing to himself. Whj^ 
had he asked if she were brave ? Had he not known she 
was^ and of all her high courage ? He had left her when 
he should have stajj^ed ; understood too late* 

” They are living in London ? *' He went on TOth his 
questions ; he had to hear. 

” Bedford Square.'' 

I wonder if she would like me to call upon her ? " 

'' Oh, no ! " x\lbert, Loetitia's pupil, was ashamed lest 
Lord Lyssons should see how his sister lived, and where* 
'' Oh, no ; Tm sure she wouldn't like it. No one goes 
to see her. She'd hate it, Fm sure. She does all the 
housework, minds the baby ! " 

There Is a baby, then ? " 

This conversation took place in Waldo's chambers in 
the ^' Albany/' where Albert had come ixp for a drink. 
Aftex he had made that inquiry, and been told he was not 
to go and see her, Lord Lyssons busied Mmself with the 
glasses, turning his back on his guest. 

'' Rather ! quite a little ripper ; it's like me — ^got blue 
eyes. I quite took to it/' 

'' You go there often ? " 

" .-/"Not so very often. I tell you it gives me the hump; 
' ^though it is jolly enough in a way. But I don't want 
td/meet him, and there's another fellow, a city clerk sort 
of chap, who lives in the same house. They are neither 
of them over clean. T'm sure T don't know how Maniiella 
stands it." 

“ You send her nioney ? " 

. . Well, to tell the truth, I haven't sent her anything since 
I emptied my pocket-book ... it isn't thx'ee weeks ago. 
She said it would last her a couple of months." 

" You caixy a lot about with you ? ” 

It was over twenty pounds," 

" A fortune ! " He could not help it ; but Albert was 
", not , of a stock to understand satire. 

;|,;-vv,’>|/.Aixd her husband; doesn't he earn money ? " ' 


CONCERT PITCH 235 

He is writing sometixing, I don't know what. That 
opera of his was a ghastly failure, ran a week , . 

Bertie could not tell him any more. The intermittent 
trickle about his sister and her affairs dried up suddenly. 

Don't let's talk of it. Tm so damned sick of the whole 
affair," 

He went aw^’ay soon afterwards. For all his promises, 
the baccarat tables still allured him. Waldo, however, 
found no difficulty in making other opportunities ; Albert 
thought Lord Lyssons had taken a fancy to Mm, and, as 
had been seen, he wrote this to his parents. He hardly 
knew how it came about, some weeks later, that he found 
himself writing to them about ManueUa. Although Waldo 
might have explained. 

“ I have said all along they ought to know. I wish you 
would help me — write me a draft, or dictate a letter. 
But it mustn't come first-hand from me. I am not 
supposed to see her, yon know. And she says .she'd 
sooner starve than ask help of Steppie." 

Lord Lyssons may not have actually dictated the letter 
Lad}^' Wagner eventually received, but it, was certainly 
WTitten in the Albanj^ Chambers : 

" Dear Mater and Dad, . . .. ^ 

I think, notwithstanding, my promise thahtor 
name is not to be mentioned, I ought to let you khow 
there was a line in one of the Radical papers last Sunday 
about ‘ meiT who give half a million for the establishment 
of churches, and let their own flesh and blood die of 
starvation.’ I thought you ought to know. There 
seems to be no doubt that Manuella is shockingly hard 
up. Her husband brought out an opera and so got himself 
talked about. It wasn't a success, but it was supposed 
to be clever and there was a lot about it in the papers, 
and that his wife was the only daughter of Sir Hubert 
Wagner. If the Governor's name is in the Birthday List, ■ 
there might be some nasty talk. A man at the theatre 
the other night asked me if it was true there was going 
to be a subscription got up for the Migottis, and wasn't 
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j ^ rather awkward as you’ve for- 
S® J? do anything They’ve got a baby and no 
money at all If you could see your way to make her 
an allowance I should be in a position to stop all the talk 
was jiever any truth in it. It needn’t be 


The brain behind that disingenuous letter was cer 
a TOse one. Albert himself read it aloud to Lyssor 
said with pride : 

" That will touch her up, I bet ! ” 

Wddo said it was quite clever, and did him credit, 
« ought to have been in the Diplomatic Ser 
^ fhat IS what Coralie’s father wa.s saving the 
mght.” ' 

'' An ambassador himself, perhaps.” 

no, not exactly . . , he’s . . . he’s a waii 

ooho. 

i answer to Albert’s letter came by cable, anc 
to the family solicitor. He was to find the wherea' 








T he letter from the lawyers was very brief. They 
had, of course, no difficulty in finding the Migottis’ 
address. 


“ We are instructed to pay to you quarterly the sum 
of two hundred pounds, and shall be glad if you will furnish 
us with the name of your bankers.” 

She had a little struggle with her pride before accepting 
it. Had the second letter conie before, the , first the 
struggle would have been more severe* Certainly: she 
would never have penned that grateful, expansive Mter 
to her father. The second letter, four weeks later, raa : ■ 

” We are instructed to ask you not to eommunicate 
with either Sir Hubert or Lady Wagner. The allowance, 
is a voluntary one, and will cease if there is any attempt at 
molestation. . . . Lady Wagner trusts you will give tire 
same publicity to your improved circumstances as you 
did to the poverty you brought upon yourself by leaving 
your parents in ignorance of your whereabouts. . . 

Messrs. Loftus, Son, and Cleaver, being a high-class and 
discreet house of law, translated Lady Wagner’s intem- 
perate letter to them as mildly as they were justified. 
She seemed to think it was their fault that anything dero-, 
gatory to the dignity of the family had been allowed to 
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Maimdla had already 
on moving from Bedford Square. ^ 

We should be better in a house of our own Hnni- 
you think so, Harston, with a garden ? ” 

now S‘S„m“ "°* ““ *'">• 1»<1 

' You would like a room of your very own where xrn„r 

gore wonJd never IK disturbed, wh«e we' shoiVZ 
have to take all our meals.” 

He ttausW he would like that, end ainpliSed the idea 

“ '’*« “ <■’- wi„dt‘?^. 

Ger^d said Harston's tastes xwrp vAt-y- 
Ittael. he had s«bott*SeI“ “iSSlJ 

. lie had the same luxurious ideas* luenuiiy 

But Manuella had grown practical 

^lo^'ever, agreed that it would be a good 
hingj^^^ave a house of their own, with fewer stairs; ^anrl 

thf"t„2.“' 

'‘ I can't do without Gerald ” Har<;ton co,vi a 

wSS' *es quite ovSl 

, .: Wfle£aud wS.S'lrS-MLTdI'Svera? 

; - the cul-de-sac out of Circus Rna^T c+ tit . at 

■' ' SfortiSe*’'^™””*'* ie haYbeerin'dSd 

. ' S4°SS and^i™ ~ hnl 

teSSkCenS “fjKtonnn era, it htrf no ardd- 

nothing even va^ely. 
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reminiscent, of Queen Anne ; the Adam Brothers or 
Mr, Gamier might never have been. But Manuella knew 
nothing of architecture. That which fascinated her was 
the walled seclusion of the generous garden. After that 
she became aware of a big studio to which the drawing- 
room had been sacrificed. She heard afterwards that 
the house had been for many years in the possession of a 
bachelor artist. There was no drawing-room. That fact, 
and the smallness of the dark dining-room, with the 
inconvenient little sitting-room, accounted for it having 
been so long unoccupied. The studio ran right up to the 
wall of the garden ; it was long and narrow, top-lighted. 
It was inaccessible from the kitchen, or might have 
served as a dining-room, In fact, from a house-agent's 
point of view, it was a completely selfish room, only 
suitable for its former occupant. But Manuella saw all 
the possibilities in it. Here Harston could be uninter- 
rupted ; he would be, as it were, cut off from the house- 
hold. The small sitting-room was quite large enough 
for her ; the dining-room could be made lighter. Upstairs 
there were four bedrooms and a bath-room. Part of the 
garden had been sacrificed to the studio, but 'enough 
remained to make one forget how near it wa2i ki- the 
Edgware Road, and all the noise of London. *^^4: 

When she had finished her inspection of the hou^;, she 
stood under one of the old trees in the garden,- a leafy and 
luxuriant chestnut, and looked about her. She knew 
already this was to be her new home. There was a^- 
tangle of weeds in the flower-bed under the wall, over- 
grown grass was on the small lawn. A broken plaster 
figure of a Naiad lay in a stone basin that had once been 
a fountain. There was barely a quarter of an acre altogether, 
including the ground covered by the house and studm ; 
but it seemed almost an estate to Manuella after the 
rooms in Bedford Square. She was so eager to secure it 
when she went back to the agent, that they put the rent 
up five pounds, and made her sign an agreement, there 
and then, which left her to pay for all the improyements 
the lessor had been ready to make. Always impulsive. 
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she signed eagerly ; all that seemed to matter was that 
no one else should see the house, and take it out of her 
hands. When she had signed that xnost unfair agreement, 
she forgot that she had ever had a trouble in the world. 
Buckingham Palace could have given her no more pleasure. 
And the rent was only sixty-five pounds a year ; two 
servants would be enough. She had learnt economy in 
the hardest school of all. Eight hundred pounds a year 
was now a fortune to her, and she did not mean to 
dissipate it. 

Harston disengaged himself from his libretto that 
evening on the demand of her excitement. It was, of 
course, Paradise that she had discovered, of which she 
had become the proprietor. He even teased her about it, 
and was comparatively human and interested* 

Of course his interest did not last out the evening; 
he soon got back to Cartismandua and Caractacus, and 
the entry of the captives into Rome. He had found the 
name for the opera now, it was to be called II Traditw^e, 
And he had come back to Gerald's way of thinking about 
scenery, . 

. Those people who are writing about producing Th$- 
ChmwiQueen wai>t to know exactly how I had the setting 
in my mind; they will perhaps want me to conduct 
It. * . 

“ Everything will be easy when we get to the new house. 
It will bring us luck, I feel it will/' Manuella answered. 

Gerald inquired about furniture, and was eager for her 
to try the three yesxs* hire system, but Manuella felt 
that in her own home she must have her own furniture. 

'' We shall want so little. It is a tiny house, ail but the . 
studio. What we have here will go into the studio/' 

'' The less furniture there is in a music-room the better 
for the acoustics." 

'' As if I didn't know that/' She laughed at Gerald for 
trying to teach her. 

Albert came the next day. He knew all about the eight 
^ hmidred a year, and took the entire credit for it. He heard 
.'about the paradise in St, John's Wood, and promised to ^ 
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help her to furnish it,. He suggested -Mellier’s, in Albe- 
marle Street, but Manuella thought old curiosity shops 
in and about Tottenham Court Road would be more 
suitable. 

Albert, when he went away, forgot all about his promise ; 
he was just off to spend Easter in Monte Carlo. But a 
number of things Manuella had not bought arrived from 
time to time at the new house, and she never doubted but 
that they were from him. Someone must evidently have 
been up there, for everything fitted some nook or recess. 
There came a pair of easy chairs covered in chintz for the 
little sitting-room, a quaintly-shaped sofa to match them, 
a Chinese vase made into an electric lamp, and a few 
prints and water-colours. For the bedroom there were 
two bow-fronted, chests of drawers, matching the tallboy 
from Bedford Square." " Who but Albert knew she had a 
tallboy in her bedroom ? There were rugs and a little 
Sheraton bookcase. It was wonderful how clever Albert 
was in knowing what she wanted ! 

Isn't he good ? " she said to Gerald, 

She could not write and thank him, for he was at Monte 
Carlo, and she did not know at which hotel. 

By May the grass was cut in the garden. Hfurston 
liked his big room, and said there was no doubt he' could 
write there. Two servants had been secured, and every-; 
thing was in order. 

Gerald was to lodge with them ; Harston could not do 
without him ; he was always ready to copy the growing 
score, play the concerted pieces, 

Manuella intended to become an expert gardener ; 
she bought seeds and books, and was planting herbaceous 
borders, making a rock-garden and new flower-beds, as 
if she had an acre to exploit instead of less than a quarter. 
She put in everything the local florist sold her, and watched 
daily for the results, anticipating the time when the bare 
pergola would be a bower of roses. She was in such a hurry 
with her bulbs that some of them went in upside-down. 
She consulted catalogues, and believed everything she 
read in them. Ail her beauty came back to her she was 
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flushed like one of the damask roses that she so opti- 
mistically anticipated on her pergola. 

Before the end of the summer quite a number of people 
had had tea in the garden, admired the bare pergola 
and the baby, and stayed to supper in the little dining- 
room. Gerald said Harston was beginning to be known. 
And all at once it seemed to be true. In Bedford Square, 
where there was one room for Harston^s work, and in 
which all their - meals were taken, it would have been 
impossible to entertain, but here entertainment was 
easy. Gerald Streatfield said earnestly that it was good 
for Harston to see people, to disseminate talk about Ms 
work ; and Manuelia began to find pleasure in exercising 
hospitality. She liked her suppers to be praised ; she 
began to be house-proud. 

Of course, the majority of the people who came were 
what Albert and his friends would call long-haired 
musicians/' They treated Harston with respect and 
deferred to his opinion. Gerald may have set the note, 
but they easily were in time with it. With all the women 
who came—young singers, aspirants for the stage, even 
, Society ladies, it was not necessary for Gerald to set the 
note." Manuelia was astounded to see how much flattery 
Harston could bear, and not only bear, but obviously 
enjoy. He* ‘would play to them, listen to their bad 
singing and tell them where it was wrong, harshly or 
contemptuously. But his contempt for their voices was 
tempered with compliments on their complexions. They 
. liked his candour, therefore, accepting him as a musical 
Rochester. He could say what he liked. 

Some of these ladies kissed Ms hands, and he kissed 
theirs occasionally. That, of course, was owing to his 
; artistic temperament, to which everything abnormal in 
him was attributed. A good deal of kissing seemed to 
be going on, although Manuelia might not have noticed it;, 
had Mrs. Des Veeux refrained from pointing it out. 

Mrs._ Des Vceux'was the wife of , Oscar Des Voeux, the 
^^1i-known- singing-master. His most famous pupil was 
^j4;^3kfe'ha|f«dster, Madam Ori3ia^.a young 

‘ 'H.’f' ‘ 
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whoso first appearance in England in the previons year 
had occasioned a veritable furore, 

Mannella took a dislike to Mrs. Des Voeux the first time 
she called upon her. 

“ What on earth do you find to do with yourself all day 
in this out-of-the-world place ? ” Mrs. Des Voeux had 
queried. 

But Gerald, and even Harston, assured her that it was 
a testimony to Ms growing reputation that the Des Voeux 
should call upon them at all. 

“ Alma Orilia will be here this week or next/' 

Harston's fortune would be made, everything would be 
easy, if Alma Orilia took a fancy to Harston Migotti and 
would sing his music. 

For heaven's sake don't take a dislike to Mrs, Des 
Voeux or offend her/’ Gerald urged. 

Manuella subordinated her feelings, therefore, and put 
up with Mrs. Des Voeux’ s society in the hopes that, when 
Alma Orilia came over to England, she might be intro- 
duced to Harston, All of them heard a great deal about 
Alma Orilia ; she was Mrs. Des Vosux’s favourite topic of 
conversation, ‘ 

‘'You will have to look after your husband, my dear, if 
she does take a fancy to him/’ she said, with that short, 
hard laugh of hers. " Alma is a regular man-eater ; 
Giovanni has fought two duels already on her account. 
He will never divorce her, because he is a Roman 
Catholic/’ 

'' Or because he is a gambler, and she makes many 
thousands a year/’ someone interpolated in an under- 
tone. 

Mrs. Des Voeux spoke as if to have had lovers were a 
feather in her sister-in-law’s cap. Manuella hastily said, 
of course, that she should not look after Harston, and 
Mrs. Des Voeux laughed again. 

" We shall see. All the wives say that at first/’ 

In June the arrival of Alma Orilia was announced. 
Soon after that, the Des Vceux gave their gradd. annual 
concert and reception in Harley Street. Alma Orilia 



CONCERT PITCH 


was staying with them. Gerald brought home all the 
musical gossip. She would sing at Covent Garden and 
at two concerts — otherwise, nowhere but at her brothers 
house and perhaps in Seaford Place. 

'' She is in glorious voice this season, I'm told ; better, 
if possible, than last. The King and Queen want to hear 
her as Elsa ; it has all been arranged." 

The Migottis received an invitation to the Des Voeux's 
part5^, and Gerald looked upon it as a royal command. 
Manuella's first instinct was to refuse. 

But you must go," he exclaimed. “ You must I " 

" They don't want me. They make a fuss about 
Harston, but I'm sure they don't care if I go or not." 

She was overruled ; in these days she was always 
overruled in everything that did not touch her own 
domestic kingdom. 

Afterwards it seemed that all the rest had been but 
an interlude ; a new phase of life began for her on the 
evening of Mrs. Des Voeux's party. She had thought 
herself happy in her little home, with her garden and her 
thriving baby, having grown used to Harston and her 
detached.,, attitude toward him. She had put the past 
deliberately behind her, and tried to be happy. 

But there are no happy endings to loveless marriages. 
She had never loved Harston Migotti, but had ran away 
from love, as young girls do sometimes, and forced 
her way ignorantly, wilfully, into a shadow-land where 
duty became the one bright star. She had hitched her 
waggon to it, but the couplings were not to hold securely, 
nor without jar. 





CHAPTER XXII 


g VERYONE knows the Des Vc^ux^s house in Harley 
Street. To-night, when Manuella and Harston 
Migotti drove up in their taxi-cab, the string of carriages 
and motor-cars was half-way up the Marylebone Road ; 
it was like a gala night at the Opera House. 

The hall was full, the rooms where they left their wraps 
Were overcrowded ; the stentorian hired waiter cailed otit' 
their names between others more important and hetter 
known. ■ 

'' Lady Christobel Carruthers and* Count Fetesties ; 
Miss Stanton ; Mr. Patrick Stuart. Her Gratre the Duchefes 
of Malmesbury, and Lady Violet Braid, Mr, and Mrs* 
Migotti, the Countess of Chichester. . . 

The ugliness of the large bare double drawing-room, 
with its hideous wall-paper, Was concealed by the shifting 
figures and groups of fashionable people ; attention was 
distracted by the medley of bare shoulders and chains of 
pearls, exquisite coronets, dresses from Paris ateliers, 
of soft lace and soft stuffs glowing with embroideries ; 
jargon from Mayfair, long hair from Bohemia, artificial 
manner from Stageland, foreign tongues from everywhere. 
Here were the people who rented opera-boxes, and those 
who made opera possible ; the great ladies who took their 
two-guinea singing lessons from Oscar des Voeux, and^the 
artistes who owed him everything, and paid him nothing ; 
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the great Russian dancer, the prima-doiina of musical 
comedy, everybody. 

Manuella, after the perfunctory greeting from her 
hostess, found herself only watching. She was conscious 
of isolation ; Harston's friends were her acquaintances, 
the Stone House acquaintances were dummy figures 
bowing ; she felt curiously alone, although she recognized 
so many faces. 

For a long time, or it seemed a long time to her, she 
remained by herself. Harston had soon left her ; he was 
surrounded by women, his hair seemed astonishingly 
long, and Manuella, perhaps a little bitterly, thought he 
was like Gilbert's Bunthorne. She herself was not 
flirtatious, but there was no other word that seemed 
to her to fit Harston’s manner with women. She felt 
contempt for it, yet it hurt her pride in some way, probably 
because it lowered him in her eyes. She a1wa3^s wished to 
look upon him as a genius, but paying compliments and 
receiving extra\^agant ones, bowing over hands and kissing 
them, belittled him. In this attitude he not Wagner, 
or Beethoven, or Mozart — only Bunthorne. 

Mr. Graham wishes me to present him to you.” 

She was startled out of her thoughls, roused from 
watching her husband, by her hostess, who was in a 
hurry to get back to her more important guests. More 
important than Manuella, not than Peter GraJmm ; few 
people in the room were more important than he. 

Manuella \¥agner had been accounted a beauty at her 
first drawing-room, in the two years that had passed 
since then promise had become fulfilment. At eighteen 
she had not come to her full height ; now she was tall 
and slender as a young ash tree. Her hair was not 
fashionably arranged ; the dark abundance of it, parted 
in the middle, was twisted into a great soft coil low down 
on her slender neck. Her face had little colour, but a 
porcelain bloom, a transparency behind which glowed 
the white flame of her contempt when Brema Tietgens, 
'who had been in The^ Chariot Quern, flopped to the ground 
4 wnrtsey before Harston, and- he raised her, kissed 
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her hand, and accepted her ridiculous homage. The con- 
tempt burned darker in her dark eyes, the fire of it was 
caught in the thick, curled lashes. The bow of her mouth 
was pomegranate red. There was no woman at all 
in that brillknt assembly who compared with her in 
looks. So thought Peter Graham when he asked for that 
introduction. 

Peter Graham, a bachelor of about forty, wealthy 
and reputed of Jewish origin, was a well-known amateur 
violinist. He had the reputation of being a lady-killer ; 
he would have repudiated the coarseness of the expression, 
but never the innuendo. Mr. Graham lived in Hertford 
Street, where he possessed an unrivalled collection of old 
Italian stringed instruments and a music-room acoustically 
perfect. He gave quartet and other parties of ^'eat 
distinction. Chamber music, and his collection of violins; 
held all of his heart that he could spare from women. 
Without ever having been in the Divorce Court it was 
always admitted that he was a born co-respondent. 

Peter Graham was of a slender and elegant figure, 
bearing his forty odd years as gracefully as a dancer 
carries a bouquet ; there was really an air of chivalry 
about him. It was true that he was bald, extraordinarily 
bald for so young a man, but the expanse of forehead 
gave value to his dark expressive eyes ; his dark 
moustache had grey in it and he wore a goatee, now, 
too, getting grey. His thin skin was like a woman’s. 
There was something of the foreigner in his manner, in 
his elegance, in the slight burr of his r’s, But not Albert 
Wagner, nor any sartorial critic, could have questioned his 
clothes. His sleeve links were cut antique gems, a rare 
and exquisite intaglio was the ring that he wore on 
the little finger of his slender hand, the buttons of his 
white waistcoat were old enamels. The pearls in his shirt 
were quite small He had not, however, an original 
mind, and after Mrs. Des Voeux moved away he played 
the well-known opening gambit. 

I was saying to Mrs. Des Voeux that I am quite sure 
we must have met somewhere/’ 
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Manuella cotild not remember the occasion, but was 
interested in trjdng to recall it. He realized her in- 
genuousness, and it completed the conquest her beauty 
had begun, 

'"If we have not met before, I shall hope, at least, 
this will be the first of many, times.” 

Manuella hoped so too, she could do no less. Other 
banal courtesies were exchanged. 

Alma Orilia is here, isn't she ? Is she going to sing, 
do you know? ” Manuella asked him presently, 

“You are interested in Alma Orilia ? ” 

“ We want her to hear my husband's music, to sing, 
perhaps, in his opera.” 

“His opera!” Peter Graham had not caught her 
name, and he connected her with no husband, she looked 
like a girl. 

Harston Migotti He wrote The Chariot Qimn,'' 
Manuella explained. 

“Oh, yes, of course. Yes, she is here, Woiild you 
like me to present her to you? We are old friends.” 

. Not to me, to my husband. But Mr. Des Voeux will 
do that,, he has promised.” 

Peter Grtaham bad a fine taste, the feast he saw before 
him tickled it. 

« “You sang ‘the title role in your husband’s opera, 
did you* not ? It was unfortunate I. was abroad at the 
time it was produced. I might have been able to have 
been of some xise to you.” 

It was true that he might have been of use to them. 
Peter Graham had suiSicient wealth and influence to have 
dressed tlte house on the first night with the right people, 
to have said the right word before the Press said theirs. 
And neither O'Neill nor Otterstein would have refused 
The Chariot Qmen consideration if Peter Gralxam had 
'■_ endorsed it 

“ But perhaps it is not too late now. May I open the 
/'-matter to; Alma? ” 

'how kiird i ” , . 

Not at alh wiU speak to her at once, she will not 
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sing until later, until the room is quite ML Which is your 
husband ? Oh ! 

The exclamation was due to the fact that Des Vceux 
was before him with the introduction. 

'‘That is Madame Orilia with Oscar Des Voeux; I 
suppose that is your husband to whom he is taking 
her ? 

“ Is she really as good as they say ? 

“ I should say quite. Tell me, are you going to sing 
to-night ? '' 

“ I have given up singing. I have never been trained, 

I only sang because at the last moment Madame Stella 
Lily threw them over, and there was no one else/^ 

“ You liked the life ? ” 

“I hated 

" You are quite right, if I may say so, if you don't 
mind my saying so. Public life for a woman, stage life„ 
brushes off the bloom. I knew without your telling me 
that you did not like it.’' 

“ How did you know ? ” 

“ I have an instinct." He went on to talk about his 
instincts, implying they were rarely at fault .where a 
beautiful woman was concerned. 

“ Will you come down to supper with me ? " 

Peter Graham confessed to the artistic temperament. 
Already he knew he was about to fall in love, was 
conscious of the preliminary thrill, the ‘sense of ad- 
venture. 

Supper at the Des Voeux's party, like the soup at the 
famous' dinner-party Heine describes, was conspicuous 
by its absence. In the dining-room, to which he piloted 
her, there were traces of light refreshments"; empty 
dishes that had once held sandwiches and a few cakes; 

But, standing against the buffet, no longer Bunthorne 
but himself, was Harston, deep in conversation with, 
as Manuella quickly decided, one of the ugliest women she 
had ever seen. * - . . ' 

“ Alma, Madame Migotti wishes to be pre 4 Wd to 
you,” Peter Graham was eager to carry out thii jM^tiful 
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giri^s first request. Maauelia named Harston to Mm, 
and Peter had the right word, the appropriate word. 

Under her heavy lids, the great soprano looked at the 
composer's wife. She knew all about the composer, her 
brother had told her, but nothing about his wife. And 
Des Voeux had omitted to mention about Harston Migotti 
that he was of great physical attraction, astonishingly 
handsome. 

'' I am so glad to meet you/' Maimella began im- 
pulsively. But that she and Alma Orilia took an 
immediate dislike to each other was obvious from the 
first moment. Manuella wanted to say that she had heard 
of her marvellous voice, and was longing to hear her sing, 
she thought she would add something about Ilarston's 
music, and ask her to come to Circus Road. But she did 
nothing of the sort. Alma Orilia %vas never a favourite 
with women, and she looked at this one almost insolently, 
responded coldly, turning away and continuing her con- 
versation with the musician as if the intermption had 
been ill-timed and ill-bred. Harston, too, or so it seemed 
to Manuella, resented it. 

'' My wife is unused to Society/' 

She actually heard him saying that as she moved 
away. Unused to Society I But why, and since when ? 
She flushed, and Peter, wdio, whether or not his know- 
ledge of women was as profound as ha iniagined, certainly 
understood "Alma, knew she had administered a snub, and 
looked curiously at Harston. 

'' Your husband is very good-looking/' 

Madame Orilia seems to think/' That she had 
flushed angrily, and given vent to the quick retort, gave 
him an opportunity to exMbit his tact. 

She is intolerant of feminine beauty; yoix ought to 
feel flattered/’ 

^ Oh ! I don’t care ; she can be as rude to me as she 
likes, so long as she will sing in II Tmditore'' 

1 think you may leave that to me/^ he said confi- 

■ y. - '' And now, tdl me : . . 

to know all about her, what she did with 
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her life. She was only half caught, although it was so 
long since she had been the objective of any man*s 
attractions. She did not even hear all he said to her/ 
or anything of what he implied. She was conscious 
all the time that her husband never left Alma Orilia's side, 
and that presently, when the singer mounted the platform, 
it was he, and not Oscar Des Voeux, who went with her. 

He is surely not going to play her accompaniment 1 ” 
she exclaimed. 

Yes, I think your husband is going to play her 
accompaniment. You don^t mind, do you ? I thought you 
said. ...” 

Of course I don’t mind/’ Manuella answered hastily, 

'' only it seems so strange/’ 

Peter Graham read the symptoms more accurately, 
and certainly more quickly, than she read them herself. 
She was going to be jealous of Airna. What he knew even 
better was that Alma would give her plenty of occasion for 
it. Alma was the very devil if she took it into her head 
to wish to spite a woman, or take a man from her. Peter 
had the mind that enabled him to read Alma’s, and he had 
read it when he introduced them. Harston Migotti , 
had attracted and Manuella’s good looks vexed her, 
Manuella w’-ould not have thought it possible that she 
could be jealous of Harston, seeing that she had never 
loved him, but Peter Graham knew better. 

Now in the hush that foilo\ved her appe^ance on the 
platform Alma Oriiia stood silent, whilst Harston’s fingers 
touched the keys. There was a little applause before she 
began ; he played the opening prelude to the sound 
of it. 

Alma Oriiia, then almost at the beginning of her career, 
already famous, and, before the end of this story, 
notorious, was in her twenty~sevea:ith year, of a superb 
and sensual ugliness, more compelling than beauty. She 
was dark, so dark that it would seem impossible she could 
be of European birth. The heavy lids drooped over her 
eyes. Her lips were full, cheek-bones high, the , bushy 
brows nearly mat* Pier bust was pronounced, and her 
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aeck thick. But under the drooping lids the eyes ware 
like jewels, the thick lips that parted when she sang or 
smiled showed white and even teeth. 

'' Madame Orilia will sing an A and B/" Oscar Des 
Vmux announced briefly. ' 

The A was of extreme simplicity. It was Spohr's 
arrangement of Rose wie bist du so schon ; '' the song 
Richard Wagner chronicles as having been sung to him 
by his niece Johanna, when she was fifteen, which led 
. him to prophecy her artistic future. For the B she gave 
the Elsa song. 

Manuella, listening, spell-bound, against her will, remem- 
bered that her own voice had once been likened to velvet. 
She realized now that, if the analogy held, hers was but 
a poor cotton-backed variety. This rich singing, these 
deep, organ-like notes and fluty upper ones were satin 
lined and silken-fibred, grandly woven. There was 
absolute silence while Alma Orilia sang, followed by a 
tumult of applause and congratulation. AH the duchesses 
and countesses wished for introductions; but from every 
introduction she turned to her accompanist, to Harston ; 
there seamed to be no one else to whom she cared to talk 
for any length-pf time. 

Manuella, rousing herself from what she felt was an 
unreasoning irritation at the conspicuousness of this con- 
' duct, realized that Mr. Graham was asking her if she 
would dine with him one night in Hertford Street, ''You 
and your husband. I will get up a small party, is there 
anyone you would care to meet? I should so like to 
see you in my house; I have a ferv things thei*e that 
might interest you.'^ 

-She said she would like very much to come* When 
he had taken his leave, the room was already more than 
half empty. The crux of the entertainment had been 
Alma Orilia^ s singing, and, when it was over, it was merely 
a question as to who could get away first. Manuella 
granted to , go, too, but Harston ^made no attempt at 
„ l|§.vf-takmg. _ ■ ‘ 

over, to him and said ^ 

■ "■ ■■- ■ ' ■ ■ - 
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'' It is very late.” 

But we have not nearly finished our talk/" 

Alma Orilia treated her as if she had been a child, 
interrupting important affairs. If she did not actually 
say, “ Go away,” her manner said it, and not too 
courteously. Manuella had not the perfect temper to 
meet this treatment. She stood her ground. Mrs. Des 
Voeux was yawning ostentatiously : a few artistes lingered 
talking to Oscar. 

“ Harston, Fm tired, I want to go.” 

He rose, he could do no less ; he had not noticed the 
antagonism between the two women. 

” But, of course, we are very late, ...” 

Alma was furious that Manuella had carried her point, it 
was a small thing, but the famous prima-donna could not 
bear opposition even in small things. 

” You must call and see me, we must talk more,” 

She did not include his wife in the invitation. 

"May I?” 

His eagerness mollified her ; she saw, too, that it annoyed 
Manuella. 

" What a hateful woman ! ” was her first sentence when 
she and Harston were alone in the cab. 

"Hateful? You are dreaming. Hateful? I never 
met a more delightful person,” ' - 

" I suppose she buttered you up all the time/*' ?• 

" She wants to see The Chariot Queen score.** ■ 

"To kiss your hand, and call you ' Maestro * ! ** 

" I don*t know what has come to you. You are not 
Jealous, surely you are not jealous ? ** 

Her pride mounted, and repudiated the charge. 
"Jealous! She is the ugliest woman I*ve ever seen; 
If I. were going to be jealous, it wouldn*t be of that.** 

He laughed, and put an aim about her. 

" My little wife of the .hearth ; but of course you are 
jealous/" 

He was, itx. high good humour; the whole evening he 
had been‘^l:ognized, flattered, talked about, and it was 
almost certain, if suitable arrangements could be made* if 
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she liked the music— and of that he had no doubt — that 
AJma Orilia would create the part of Queen Cartismandua 
in 11 Traditore, He was injudicious, but ever since she 
had sung so badly in The Chariot Qneen, his wife had 
become inconsiderable in his eyes ; she could take care 
of the house and play with the baby. 

What a Boadicea she would have made ! But the 
Cartismandua music is better, it is altogether a better 
idle. She has a superb presence, the voice of the century, 
I should say quite the voice of the century ; such volume, 
.such extraordinary range, such tone, and what amazing 
flexibility and expression 1 And slie herself, she has 
temperament, dramatic power, intensity. , . 

** Was Boadicea a negress ? ” Mauiielia asked flippantly, 
I should think the only thing Alma Orilia would play 
perfectly, looking the part, would be the old woman 
with the bandana in On- the Road to Mandalay!' 

So it is true, the little one is jealous/^ he laughed. 
But there is no cause ; it is only to hear her sing my 
music I go to her to-morrow morning. Some one must 
sing my music.'’ 

I don’t care who sings it as long as I don't." 

He shrugged his big shoulders, 

' f" li you had onl}:^ never attempted it ! " 

" I didn't do it to please myself." 

>. . He answered more seriously, 

** That is of the past ; of the present is Alma Orilia 
and Queen Cartismandua. Already she is interested." 

In you, not in your music." 

" That is as it may be ! You think she has fallen in 
love with me ? Well I and then, if it is so, how good 
it jyould be ! She would not be the first ..." 

. . "Met I suppose you mean." 

"I mean nothing, nothing but that if I interest her 
she will, sing in my opera." 

' ManueUa turned a disgusted shoulder to him, remaining 
. obstoately silent to his eulogies of Alma Orilia, It was 
.oWious the prima-donna had flattered Ms vanity. In 
h« credited her with capacities and mtentiona# 
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a range of parts beyond any woman's possibilities. She 
had got into his head like wine. 

How can you say she is ugly ! With those eyes in 
which you see emotions rise, that superb throat from which 
the voice gushes like clear water from a well. ...” 

When, at length, the cab stopped before their door, he 
got out before she did. He had been brought up in 
Germany, wliei*e little attentions and courtesies to women 
are no part of a man's daily life. She followed him, 
thinldng that, if he had been Mr. Graham, he would have 
waited for her, and paid the cab instead of leaving her 
to do it. She was loyal to him ; she had surely kept her 
vows and made him a good wife, but the time had passed 
when she would not criticize him. 

He went straight to the music-room without waiting to 
say more to her — even ''Good-night"; she heard him 
playing far into the small hours. 
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a range of parts beyond any woman's possibilities. She 
had got into his head like wine. 

'' How can you say she is ugly ! With those eyes in 
which you see emotions rise, that superb throat from which 
the voice gushes like clear water from a well. . . 

When, at length, the cab stopped before their door, he 
got out before she did. He had been brought up in 
Germany, where little attentions and courtesies to women 
are no part of a man's daily life. She followed him, 
thinking that, if he had been Mr. Graham, he would have 
waited for her, and paid the cab instead of leaving her 
to do it. She was loyal to him ; she had surely kept her 
vows and made him a good wife, but the time had passed 
when she w^ould not criticize him. 

He went straight to the music-room without waiting to 
say more to her — even Good-night ” ; she heard him 
playing far into the small hours. 



CHAPTER XXIII 


T he next few days Harston was rarely at home, and, 
when he was, he talked continually about Alma 
Orilia* Manuclla found herself in a perpetual ill-temper, 
which Gerald s enthusiasm was quite unable to assuage. ' 
She was in the garden when Albertis letter was brought 
to her. Her bad temper had made her oblivious of the 
fact that ^it was ten days since she had seen or heard 
anytiung of ^bert, who . was usually a constant visitor. 
All ^the .morning she had been rolling the little lawn, and 
unnecessarily weeding the flower-beds, tying up the taU, 
TOwerless stalks. of that elusive herbaceous border, syringing 
the roses against the green-fly that had not yet made its 
-appearance. Manuella, so far, had not found floriculture 
as easy as housewifery, but she was very persevering. 

Albert’s letter changed the current of her thoughts, 
nor some reason or another, probably at Lord Lyssons' 
instigation, he had never mentioned Waldo’s name to her • 
she did not even know he had returned to England. AU 
the colour left her face when she read Albert’s letter, but 
It was not on Albert’s account ; she hardly took in the 
sepse of what he wrote, she was so startled at seeing 
Waldo s name on the page. ° 

‘‘1 am. off to South Africa, rather in a hurry. Waldo 
remember Lord Lyssons ? .Whatever 
'“y fa'll*. I was driven into it. 
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If you want a pal whilst Tm away, write Lyssons ; he's a 
re£& good sort, I find ; anyway, he's done me a good turn 
now. He will tell you all about it. . . 

It was startling, incomprehensible. Waldo / he was 
back in England, then ! She was to see him, write to 
him ! The ground of that little garden seemed uneven ; 
it appeared to rise and be unstable beneath her feet. Her 
lips trembled; she put down the gardening tools, and 
went into the house. Waldo ! 

Harston and Alma Orilia, Mr. Peter Graham, from whom 
she had had an invitation, I'cses, even a visit, ceased to 
exist. She had put the thought of Waldo so resolutely 
from her mind. At first it had been difficult, almost 
more than difficult; he came to her in dreams, in 
wakeful hours, when she was most unhappy, when she was 
a little happier. The work of the flat, the adventure of 
the theatre, the birth of the baby, however, had helped 
her to forget'. But Albert's letter brought it all back — ^ 
the dun, aching pain of it, the memory and the knowledge. 
She had thought she would never see him again nor hear 
of him ; she had even hoped it. . _ ^ ' v 

What shall I do ? " That was the cry of her heart ; 
she had a sickness of longing for him, a moment of forget- 
fulness of everything else. 

Of course, when she had time to collect herself, she 
knew she would do nothing. But, after that, all the quiet 
of her life seemed to have gone. The knowledge that he 
was in London haunted her ; everything was altered 
although notliing had changed. 

Alma Orilia's triumph over her, had the priffia-donna 
but known it, became a very poor and tawdry thing. 
Alma imagined her as a rival, thought the two of them 
were contending for Harston Migotti's affections ; took 
pains to let her know that Harston spent Ms mornings 
with her, and the evenings too, when she was not singing 
at Covent Garden. She was really succeeding with Mm, 
establishing an influence, but what she wanted was that 
Ms wife should know it. Manuella did know it, but. 
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after Albert’s letter came, and she knew that Lord Lyssons 
was in London, she ceased to care ; at least, it became of 
little importance. 

Gerald, talcing quick advantage of her change of mood, 
reminded her she owed Mrs. Des Voenx a visit, and was 
not justified in omitting it because Alma Orilia was 
staging there. 

Gerald’s note-book was accumulating new material. 
If there should be an intrigue between Harston and the 
prima-donna, it would be of immense value to the bio- 
graphy, He wished he could have discussed it with 
Manuella ; he knew that almost everyone was talking of 
their sudden intimacy. Gerald was eager for more detail, 
and wished to probe his hero's mind. Harston only spoke 
of Alma Orilia as an artiste, a superb artiste. Gerald 
wanted to know more. 

Although social convention was regarded less in this 
Bohemian world than at Stone House, Gerald argued that 
there were certain obligations necessary to fulfil. 

“ I don’t want to meet that woman.” * 

"It is very unlikely she will be at home,” 

*'■ -Gerald would have appreciated her confidence, but failed 
.‘■'•'in obtaining it. He could not have conceived how little 
' ..Harston’s vagaries possessed Manuella just now. Some- 
'v Where, sopae day, she would meet Waldo ; it might even be 
“'■ to^ay f Her dislike of Alma Orilia became perfunctory, 
occupying the back instead of the foreground of her mind. 

She went to pay that visit to the Des Voenx, walking 
from Circus Road to Hailey Street, and all the way her 
"mind was full of the possibility that she might meet 
Waldo ; every tall figure in the distance, or on the other 
side ©f the road, set her heart beating, or brought the 
colour into her cheeks. She arrived at Harley Street, 
■ however, without adventure. She hoped to escape with 
the mere formality of card-leaving, but happened, unfortu- 
- nately, upon Mrs. Des Voeux's " At Home ” day, and was 
, following her name into the drawing-room before she bad 
ii^e to realize it. 

ppa by daylight, and without the large company that 
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had mitigated, without disguising, its essential ugliness, 
this large modernized house, ill-thought-out, slovenly in 
its lack of decorative scheme, furnished too cheaply for 
its size, bare of beautiful things, gave her a preUminary 
chill. The carpet on the staircase was Brussels, of a 
design that but served to accentuate its crude colouring ; 
the walls were papered with an abomination of terra- 
cotta chrysanthemums above a white painted dado. 

The drawing-room carpet repeated the atroc ties of the 
staircase. An even worse portrait of Oscar Des Voeux 
than the one in the dining room hung over the mantelpiece, 
on which were also an ormolu clock under a glass shade, 
two light browm, possibly bronze, figures, holding up 
candelabra that could only have come fi-om Vienna, and 
two yellow cats, hideously misshapen, in bastard china, 
presumably Japanese. 

There were several people in the room to whom the 
advent of a new victim appeared as a relief. One or two 
got up to go at once, and whilst they w^ere saying their 
fatewells, Manuella had time to wonder why she had 
come, and to wish she had been less punctilious. 

Her hostess greeted her civilly. Having secured ’\*V 
Harston Migotti as an intimate habiiuS of the house, 
was unnecessary to pay much attention to his wife. 
Alma Orilia, gorgeously arrayed in the bright ^colours she, .. 
affected, resented the visit, and the girFs seK-pdssessioiv* *- 
and showed it in her own way. 

I saw your husband this morning. He did not say you 
were calling/' 

Probably he didn't know/* 

” You do not tell each other everything. Hein?” . 
Manuella laughed. She had left off being out of temper, 
and now thought it impossible Harston could be attracted 
by this ugly woman. 

Oh, yes, we do, everything of importance.'' 

'' How ? Everything of importance ! It is not im- 
portant, then, that you come to see me ? " 

She was ‘already red with anger. It was insufferable 
that this wife of Harston Migotti should not resent that 
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her husband was with her so constantly. Mrs* Des Voeux 
dashed into the conversation with her shrill laugh. 

If Oscar paid as much attention to any woman as 
your husband pays to Alma, I should be simply mad 
with jealousy. ,He is never out of the house/' 

A diversion was made by the entry of two new guests, 

Mrs. Straus. Mrs. Warner/' 

If they had been announced even five minutes later 
Manuella might have escaped ; but, as it was, she kept 
her seat reluctantly. 

We had such a charming evening at your house last 
week/' chorussed Mrs. Straus and Mrs. Warner, two 
ill-dressed ladies from some suburb that made them incoxi- 
siderable. Mrs. Des Voeux smiled abstractedly, gave a 
limp hand, and said : 

Oh, yes,'' as if she were tired of admitting it. Baiting 
Manuella was more to her taste than entertaining them, 

'' Mrs, Russell Marston/' 

A streak of vivid personality, with black eyes, black 
hair, and foreign accent, hung with pearls, picturesquely 
dressed, made a diversion, filling the room with scent and 
^ ‘au overpowering good-nature. She was kissing Alma, 
greeting everybody, accepting tea, before Manuella had 
■ i‘* 'time to wonder wio she was. 

Yott.are the wife of Harston Migotti ? " she said to 
Manuella. You know Russell is delighted with his 
suite,*' 

Russell Marston was a great conductor, the greatest, 
perhaps, since Richter. Manuella had not even known 
Harston had submitted him a suite, " He is so glad you 
are going to sing the Boadicea song at the concert/' she 
went on, to Alma. 

^ The Boadicea song ! " 

Manuella could not refrain from the exclamation, or 
the sudden flush of heightened colour. 

' Mrs. Des Vceux said ill-natui'edly, with an assumption 
,p£ carelessness ; “ ■ 

don't thiak Mxs. Migotti hks heard Alma is singing 
Hall/' , 
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Yon do not tell each other everything/' interpolated 
Alma, with a smile of indescribable malice. 

It is your song, is it not ? Yon sang it when Th$ 
Chariot Queen was produced ? " Lulu Max^ton asked. 
She took in quickly that there were undercurrents here, 
that there was antagonism, and she wished to assuage it. 

'' From what I have heard, I should not say she sang 
it/' Alma Oriiia said, with another laugh. 

But, my dear, we have not ail your wonderful voice/' 

'"I sang it because there was no one else," Manuelia 
said simply, rising to go. This singer, whatever Harston 
might say, was an ill-bred w^oman, objectionable in every 
way. She was welcome to sing the song, or any other ; 
but it was unnecessary to stay and be insulted by her. 

'' I don't suppose you wall go to the concert," Mrs. Des 
Voeux said, as she said good-bye to her. “ I should not, 
if I were you. . . /' 

Oh ! I shall go if I get a seat," she said carelessly. 

My husband is sui'e to want me to be there," she added,, 
resenting the attitude of both women, but holding her 
head high, and showing little sign of it. 

Would you care to come to my box ? " Mrs. Marstoii 
asked. She did not understand exactly what was going : 
on, but was the most good-hearted, good-natured ^of 
erratic wmnen, and had none of the littlenesses of hei" sox. 

If you have not a seat, will you come to nhy "box ? I 
can call for you. in the motor, if you like, or send it for you. 
Where is it you live ? " 

" I really shouldn't go," Mrs. Des Voeux said, with 
emphasis. You will hate to hear the Boadicea , song 
sung by anyone else. ..." 

Thank you, I should like it very much/' Manuelia 
answered, wdthout. heeding the advice. " I live ’ in the 
Circus Road. Don't bother to send for me, only give me 
the number of the box." 

“ Twenty-seven. . But it is no bother," Lulu Marston 
was almost as impulsive as Manuelia ; she took a sudden 
fancy to the girl She could afford to admire another 
woman's beauty, having sufficient pf her own* 
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Mrs, Straus and M’S. Warner, having been ignored long 
enough, made their adieux and went out with Manuella. 
Directly they went, Airna and Mrs. Des Voeux began to 
talk at once to Lulu Marston about the airs the composer's 
wife gave herself, and her bad manners. 

Peter Graham had imprudently admired Manuella to 
Mrs. Des Voeux ; Alma had her own reason for disliking her. 
Neither of thezn had a good word for the girl, and Lulu 
found it difficult to defend her on so insufficient an 
acquaintance, although she neither altered her opinion nor 
forgot the pi*omise. 

Manuella upbraided Harston, when she got home, for 
concealing from her that iUma Orilia would sing the 
'' Invocation song'' at the Albert Hail concert, and that 
he had sent Russell Marston a suite for the orchestra. 
Harston found it difficult to explain his silence. Gerald 
tried to tlirow’^ oil upon the troubled waters. He, too, it 
appea.red, had known about it. 

He thought you might be hurt." 

Yes ; that is what I thought, that you would be 
hurt." 

, "You didn't suppose I should be less hurt hearing it 
from her than from you." 

" I had no idea you w^ere going there to-day." 

So she told me." 

Harston had to acknowledge that Alma had asked him 
to keep it from his wife's knowledge. 

" You see, the idea is that, if she makes a success with 
the song, she %vill be more ready to create the r 61 e of 
Cartismandua in II Traditore. You know how important 
that would be," Gerald urged. 

But now Manuella resented his interference between 
her and her husband. Before the day of the concert there 
were several little scenes. Gerald was so sympathetic 
toward both of them, so curious and communicative, that 
;he got upon her nerves. To get rid of him became urgent, 
.imp#ative. 

^ ^ ^ ^ nursery ; 

;'|® house is small, I should Bke it to ' 
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She did not say exactly this, but practically that was 
what it amounted to. When a man, not without a con- 
science, and even a heart, is deceiving his wife, he is quick 
to do her small favours. He made a slight objection. 

But Gerald is so useful to me. . . 

'' You are so seldom at home,*' was the quick retort,. 

Gerald went back to the rooms in Bedford Square, and 
gave Harston an additional reason for continual absences. 

She had expected to hear again from Albert, but no 
letter came. When the days went by, and she heard 
from neither him nor Waldo, she had an imreasonable 
anger against Lord Lyssons. He ought to have come or 
written ; he might have known she would be anxious 
about Albert. 

She was very restless, and, it must be confessed, a little 
quarrelsome. She felt Harston was keeping tilings back 
from her, intriguing against her with Alma Orilia. She 
could not forgive herself for caring so little, and resenting 
it so much. Peace fled from that little house ; there were 
scenes and recriminations. It was worse, not betti r, when 
Gerald had gone. . ^ 

“ You will not make a scene at the concert ? Harston 
asked her. ^ , 

“ That depends how I feel. I shall do just as I like/' 
she answered. 

It was obvious he was ill at ease ; he had been ama?.ed 
at her exhibitions of temper, and was now half afraid of 
her. His conscience was not clear, but his work was not 
suffering, because it was practically complete. The score 
of II Traditore was in the printer's hands. He knew it 
depended upon himself whether Alma Orilia created the 
title rdle or not ; she made little secret of his attraction 
for her. Notwithstanding all her gifts she was a mere 
animal of a woman. 

He went off early on the day of the concert, unable to 
obtain any assurance from his wife. He could only report 
to Alma, who was full of interest, that he did not know 
what she would do ; she was quite unaccountable. 

True to her promise, Mrs. RiBsell Maxston called in her 
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motor for Manuella, and Manuella had no hesitation in 
going. She had not the remotest intention of making any 
scene. Mrs. Russell Marston, whose own story will be 
written one day, wore beneath the most elaborate 
toilettes one of the warmest of hnman hearts. Behind 
the plumed and extravagant hats that no one but 
herself could have worn so successfully, but that suited 
her exotic beauty so well, was a fine and rare under- 
standing. She knew all about Manuella and Alma Orilia 
now, and all her sympathy was with the girl. Musical 
London was talking about Harston Migotti and Alma 
Orilia. It was rumoured that Giovanni Orilia was on his 
way to England. Lulu thought it would be good that 
Manuella should show by her presence at the concert that 
the stories afloat had little foundation. 

In the motor she questioned Manuella, but in a way that 
could not hurt her feelings. 

You wanted to hear her, did you not ? You will be 
glad, if she does justice to your husband's great music. 
Russell is delighted with it ; he thinks she is going to 
make a . big success with the song. I want you to 
applaud/' 

I ^ shall applaud if she sings well. It was good of you 
to invite me. Do people think I mind her singing the 
song because, L sang it so badly fnyself ? It isn't my 
'song, as Sih€; says ; it is Harston's. It put me in such ’ 
a rage that B^jston or anyone should think I could be 
jealous." 

I kipw," Lulu said soothingly. I know ; I want 
you to sit well in front, to be among the first to applaud." 
She took Manuella's hand, pressed it in her impulsive 
way. " You must come and dine with me one day, 
Russeir wants to meet you. Don't mind what anybody 
says." 

They were early in amving at the Albert Hall, but 
already the house was very full 

" Russell will be pleased, he hates a.ti empty house." 

, '‘ He won’t have that to-day." 
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entertaining her friends there. Among almost the first 
to arrive was Mr. Peter Graham. He had sent Manuella 
roses, and she and Harston were dining with him the 
next day. 

Peter had arrived at an age when his emotions were his 
servants, and not his masters. His first and most empressi 
greetings were for Lulu, but, when he sat down, it was 
beside Manuella, . 

Other men crowded into the box. Lulu Marston was 
one of the most popular women in London. She enjoyed 
the perpetual devotion she received, and never over- 
rated its quality. She could play the greatest pastmaster 
in flirtation to a standstill at his own game, and, never 
granting the last favour, could afford to be liberal with 
smaller ones. Under cover of Lulu's talk, Peter spoke low 
to Manuella. She thanked him for the flowers he had 
sent her. She had the most curious sense of expectation, 
as if it were drama at which she was assisting. Mr. 
Graham filled up the interval, he interested her no more 
than that. She had no idea she was being honoured by 
his attentions, that Lulu was stage-managing it.- ‘ Harston 
Migotti could not neglect nor ignore his wife ,^y^^en' she 
was under her protection and Peter Graham^ was in 
attendance. Lulu believed Peter was playing her 'game ; 
she had no idea she was playing his when'she asked him * 
to come this afternoon. She thought Petei^^ Graham 
was devoted to her. He was, but had beeii only awaiting 
the opportunity to see Manuella again. Now he talked 
to her in a low voice, and she heeded him as little as one 
heeds a curtain-raiser. And yet she had ' no idea what her 
expectancy portended, 

The tuning of instruments, the rustle of music-sheets 
was over, the audience waiting. Then appeared the con- 
ductor. If Lulu Marston was a streak of vivid person- 
alit}^ what is to be said of Russell? He was electric ; a 
breath went through the house when he raised his baton, 
a breath that seemed not to expire until he laid his 
ba.ton down again after the first number had been 
played, . faced the audience, bowed, and smiled. He did 
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not conduct the orchestra, he played with it, all the 
strings were in Ms hands, the souls of the musicians and 
the hearts of the audience were his instruments, and he 
drew from them exquisite harmony. When it was over, 
Manueiia turned to Lulu, her eyes glowing. 

“ How wonderful he is ! '' 

Is tills the first time you have heard Russell conduct ? ** 
Peter Graham had not spoken ; he had been quite con- 
tent to lean back and watch her whilst she listened. 
Contour and colour were equally satisfying. He had 
wanted to see her in the daylight, and found she gained 
rather than lost by it ; her eyes and lashes were glorious, 
the thin red curve of her vibrant mouth gave impetus to 
Ms imagination. 

Perhaps if he had not been gazing at her just in that 
way. Lord Lyssons would again have put off Ms approach. 
Ever since Albert went away hurriedly, at his instigation, 
he had meant to see Manueiia, to explain the circum^ 
stance. But he knew he would find it difficult to betray 
no feeling at their first meeting; so he procrastinated^ 
hoping some accident would bring it about. He went 
wherever he thought she might go. When he saw the 
announcement that Alma Orilia would sing the song from 
The Chariot Quern, he got a seat for the concert, although 
music had. always been a dead language to him, and, since 
she had married Migotti, it was not only dead, but decayed, 
and stank inliis nostrils, 

^ He saw Manueiia come into the house, and kept his 
seat, watching, nevertheless, and in two minds as to 
whether he should go to her. But, when he noticed that 
Peter Graham watched her too, and the manner of his 
regard, he got up abruptly. 

Manueiia had gone out day after day expecting to meet 
him ; she would look at every tall figure, feel the colour 
rising in her cheeks, her heart leaping, look away, and 
then again, to find only disappointment. But to-day 
she did not expect to meet him, certainly not at the 
Albert HaU. Her heart nearly stopped when she heard 


then it raced on* No one else knew 'him. 
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'' May I intrude ? 

^ Come in.’’ Lulu welcomed him, but Manuella was 
rigid in her seat, presenting an obstinate back. 

I thought I recognized. ...” there was a slight 
hesitation. . . . “ Madame Migotti.” 

” She is here. Manuella. . . 

She had to turn round then, but could not command 
her voice to speak, so she only bowed. And he was 
little less formal Lulu’s eyes saw beneath the 

greeting. 

” Won’t you sit down ? I am sure Mr. Graham doesn’t 
want to sit out the ‘ Eroica,’ he must know every note 
of it. Mr. Graham. . . .” She waited for Manuella to 
name the new-comer. 

Lord Lyssons.” 

Waldo took Peter’s gracefully-vacated chair. Russell’s 
baton was again uplifted. In this box, at least, no one 
would speak until the next piece was over., 

Waldo sat through Beethoven’s glorious symphony 
without moving. Manuella, in a chaos of emotion, was 
super-conscious of him. Not all Russell Marston’s elec- 
tricity or magnetism held her now. It seemed- the 
longest piece to which she had ever listened ; but, when 
it was over, it was as if it had only just begun* Still she 
could not turn round. Then Waldo said, quite easily, 
she thought, and with the old flippancy : ^ ^ 

It is so difficult to talk to your back.”" " 

When she faced him, although she was pale, he said : 

That’s better. Don’t you want to hear about Albert ? ” 

You might have let me know before.” 

” So I might.” 

” Why didn’t you ? ” 

I wonder ” ■ _ ^ 

Their eyes met, and the blood rose in her cheeks ; his 
glass dropped out, and he had difficulty in replacing it, 

” I have my seat back ? The next is the great 
song.” 

Peter had the air of a man of the world, the pleasant 
smile. Lord Lyssons yielded his place to him, standing up 
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at the back of the box, however* As he was here, he 
thought he might stay, he must have another word 
with her. 

The great moment had arrived, the moment when 
Alma Orilia was to sing the ''Invocation song^' from 
The Chariot Qimn, and Manuella was to show she was 
not jealous, to lean forward and applaud. It seemed 
inconceivably unimportant. At first, until after the second 
verse had begun, she hea: nothing, nothing but her own 
, loud heart-beats ; she was conscious of nothing but her 
fears lest Waldo, too, should hear them. 

But the rest of the audience was more alive to the 
occasion. 

Alma Orilia was as ill-dressed as most singers at after- 
noon concerts. She wore red silk, and the amplitude 
of her bust was accentuated by the badly-disposed lace 
with which the bodice was trimmed. Her hat was large, 
a lace brim shading her face; a big bird of paradise 
perched upon the side jarred upon the taste. She ’was so 
dark‘’1;h,at it was difficult to believe she was of European 
blde‘4- /^imongst the audience who had no prejudice 
agaihst pg^adise winp were men — and women, too — to 
whom .eyei>- a* suspicion of black blood is prejudicial to 
syhipat%. Yet the first words of the first verse had not 
swung ffito the ait before those who disliked dead birds 
as ornaments, and those who were prejudiced against 
, the coloured races, were oblivious of both. 

The song is now, of course, hackneyed, too well-known 
to need description, but the efiect of it that afternoon, 
heard for the first time with the accompamment of a 
redly. fine orchestra, Russell Marston conducting, Alma 
, Orilia ^'^singing, was little short of wonderful. These 
Sunday concert audiences are genuine musical connois- 
seurs, musical enthusiasts, but, above all things, musical 
critics, difficult to move, not given to tumultuous 
applause; captious rather, and with ,dassical cultivated 
"taste, perhaps a little narrow, Tiiis was difficult music, 
^^«i:from its context. But a difficulty to ■Ru^Jl Marston 
an inspiration, . He was moreHhan e^Jricd, 
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he was inspired. The great voice rolled, and the orchestra 
swayed with it, rising and falling. 

Fear not, isle of blowing woodland, isle of silvery parapets, 

Tho^ the R-Onian eagle shadow thee, tho’ the gathering enemy 
narrow thee, 

Thou shalt wax and he shall dwindle, thou shalt be the mighty one 
yeti 

Never, perhaps, at a Sunday concert at the Albert Hall 
had such applause been heard. Manuella had not to be 
prompted, although Lulu was prepared to remind her. 
She leaned forward, clapping with all her might in a flush 
of whole-hearted admiration that her generosity could not 
withhold. She might dislike the woman, but she had to 
admire the artist. 

You behaved splendidly, my dear, splendidly/^ Lulu 
told her enthusiastically. '' Everyone could see there 
is nothing in the gossip/' Lulu had a little lost her head 
or would not have been so outspoken. No one applauded 
her more than you did." 

A chorus of congratulations followed, charming . things 
were said about Harston’s music, Russell .Marston's 
conducting, Alma Orilia's glorious voice, ilfiu %*i<i it 
was impossible to stay for another number, %t would be 
anti-climax. She was already standing up-lo gei^^tbllect- 
ing her bag, purse, muff, veil, talking to av^^one at 
once, 

" Are you coming ? " she asked Manuella.^ 

'' What has there been gossip about ? " 

It was Waldo who asked it. Peter was finding her 
wrap, offering her his motor, criticizing the performance, 
trying to say the things that would please her. . , ^ ; 

“ If she only looked Boadicea as well as she sang it/L 
he said.. 

Manuella answered Waldo, hurriedly : ' ■ ■ 

" About her, and my husband/' 

She did not know whether to accept Lulu Marston's 
offer, or Peter's. She . really wanted to stay w=^here she 
was, to, $it^out the remainder of the concert, keeping 
WaldO’ with^het. But Peter was an adept at petUs soins ; 
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he wa$ holding her coat, everyone in the box was standing 

ril get the motor xmind in a minute. . . 

If you are going in Madame Migotti's direction. . . 
There "were half a dozen candidates for the honour of 
accompanying Lulu, and she was always in a hurry, full 
up with engagements. 

I think I would rather wait. . . . Harston may 
come up, he knows I am here.'^ Manuella said irreso- 
lutely to Mr. Graham. 

'' I will send round and tell him, ask him to join us/* 
Peter was never at fault. 

But Harston might be seeing Alma Orilia home, and send 
her a humiliating message to that effect. The thought 
came quickly. 

'' No, don*t do that. Perhaps I had better not wait/* 

Again Waldo interposed : 

« Why not walk home ? ** 

“ Walk ? ** Peter was able to assure her that it was 
rmning. He had no doubt she would prefer his society, 
and his motor, to that of this eccentric looking person 
who$e clothes were so obviously of last year*s cut, made 
by a second-rate tailor. 

I think I should like to walk.” 

Perhaps you Imd better go in the motor. . . /* 

Waldo was always unaccountable. Maybe he did not 
want her to get wet, but it was possible, too, that he was 
not, even now, in complete command of himself. 

I will call upon you if I may. . . /* 

** Curious fellow, your friend,” Peter Graham said, when 
they drove off together. Pie had got the car up quickly, 
handed her in, wrapped the furs carefully round her. 

” That was an idea of his I to walk home 1 Who is he ? 

I don*t seem to remember having met him. Have you 
known him long ? ” 

He is the Earl of Lyssons. He is a friend of my 
brothers,” 

; . She did not know why she should say this, why she 
j^l^d to explain, to be disingenuous. .-i 
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He had asked" if he might call upon her. All the way 
home she was wondering when he would come. Peter 
Graham had not even the reward of her attention in 
return for his pertinacity. But it was of little conse- 
quence^ his vanity put her abstraction down to neiwous- 
ness. There was no doubt, he thoiight, he was beginning 
to affect her ; she could not talk to him with ease. 



CHAPTER XXIV 


S HE had not long to wait. Waldo came the very next 
day, almost before she expected him, though 
unconsciously she expected him every moment of the 
time* Quite early in the morning, a huge box of roses 
arrived, each rose pink and perfect on its long stem. 
She spent an hour arranging them in china vases, silver 
bowls and tall glasses. At four o'clock in the afternoon, 
when Lord Lyssons came, the little room was Ml of scent 
and colour. He seemed amazingly tall, and more like Don 
Quixote than ever. He saw that she still looked like a girl, 
although some quality had been added, some depth or 
tenderness. As yet he scarcely knew in what way she 
had altered, although he knew so well, as men do know 
these things, that he cared for her more than ever. Some- 
thing Lulu Marston had said or suggested gave him the 
clue. If unhappiness lay in wait for her, she might have 
need of him. He had nothing now in his mind but that 
she was young and friendless, and her brother Albert 
p.way.- 

At first they talked only of Albert. If he was moved 
at seeing her no sign was apparent. His whimsical 
sententiousness, whatever The depth or intensity of his 
feelings, was not in abeyance, his sense of humour was 
never at fault. On the surface at least, she was more 
nervous than he, talking quickly to hide it. 
abruptness she said : 
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'' You are going to tell me about Albert. I can^t make 
out why he didn't come and say good-bye. What made 
him decide so suddenly ? Was he sent for ? " 

Some people might express it that way. I suppose 
you've never beard of a judgment summons ? " 

No ” 

WeU, Albert had." 

‘'You mean he had been spending too much money ? " 
You have guessed it at once, or nearly guessed it. 
May I sit down ? " 

“lam so sorry, he was so generous, more than generous 
to me. He furnished this house almost completely." 

Waldo looked round him with interest, as if it were 
the first time he had seen the furniture. She went 
on : 

“ He always said he had nothing to do with it, pretended 
he didn't know where the things came from." 

“ ' Good by stealth' sort of thing, just like Albert." 

“ Of course, I know he did not want to be thanked ; 
he has been so good to me. Why didn't he tell me he 
was in trouble ? " 

“ He told me." 

“ It wasn't anything, anything to do. . . I mean, 1 

know there was someone. ..." 

“ There was certainly a lady in the case," 

“Oh!" 

“ From whom I suggested an immediate separation." 

“ But perhaps she cared for him, Albert believed she 
cared for him." The vivid flush made him look the other 
way. But he need not have troubled, for she, too, had 
turned her head. 

“ She cared a good deal for his cheque-book, and a little * 
for his prospects. I should not worry about her if *1 were 
you. I don't think her heart was broken, when they told 
her he had gone away." 

“ Did she try to prevent him ? I suppose he said 
^ Good-bye ' to her ? " 

“ No 1 His lawyer did that ; said it awfully well, I 
believe, and . . . inexpensively. That is enough about 
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Albert, isn’t it ? You’ve got a baby, haven’t you ? Why 
not produce him just, just to change the subject,” 

He had asked whether he might sit down, but he was 
again standing. 

” It seems impossible you are married.” 

He stumbled on, it was difficult to be talking calmly 
to her. He saw now that she did not look happy, that 
was the chief alteration he found in her. Not maturity 
nor wisdom, but, lurking in her eyes’ dark depths, was 
that which told him all was not well with her. 

“ Produce your offspring. I suppose he will have to 
have his pinafore taken off, and his hair brushed up. ...” 

She smiled for the first time since he had come. 

“ He doesn’t wear a pinafore, and his hair curls naturally, 
it never has to be brushed up for company. I am going 
to fetch him myself. I shan’t be two seconds ; I’U bring 
him just as lie is.” 

She was back before he had time to miss her, bearing 
the child in her arms. Waldo really liked babies, an un- 
lisual trait , in a man so he took him from her, and, as he 
'gaid,'made a careM inspection. Any excuse served to 
conceal .Ids feelings. The baby was not like his mother ; 
he had Harston’s big head and fair hair, .Bertie’s blue 
j*%yes. It was a curious experience to be dangling her 
child on his knee. To him she was still only a girl. If 
“'she had looked happy, if Lulu Marston had not let fall 
that unguarded word, if Mr. Peter Graham had not sat 
by her side with an unmistakable expression, he, Waldo, 
would have gone, never to come back; he would have 
stayed away from her at all costs. //, if, if? But he 
had sent Bertie to South Africa out of the imbroglio 
of his affairs. Someone must be here to stand by 
■ her. 

The baby made itself at home on Waldo’s knee, gurgled 
at the eye-glass, and made inefficient darts to possess 
himself of it, Waldo talked to him in his characteristic 
way. The incoherencies that passed for talk, and were 
:ltba .preliminary to it, the “ mum mum ” and " nan nan,” 
;^tM5W^ed his absurdities. Screwing his glass into hds 
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eye, and looking down at the childj seriously. Lord 
Lyssons said : 

I have no doubt there is not a word you are saying, 
young fellow, with which Vm not absolutely in agi'eement; 
You don't say it very well, but I think I grasp your mean- 
ing, You are jolly glad to be in the world at all, and you 
have made up your mind to laugh your way through it. If 
I poke at you with 2ny finger you will laugh." The baby 
certainly did, and seemed to like the tickling. “ If my 
glass drops out," which it had done during the tickling 
process, you will laugh again, although I can't see half 
a yard before xne without it. No I don’t grab at it . . . 
it will hurt your little fingers. As for putting it in your 
mouth, it is not to be thought of. Here, take this, jamb 
my watch in your mouth ; that won’t hurt you. Gums 
hot, eh ? "VVell. never mind, here’s my finger ; it's softer 
than the watch, but that’s not saying much, is it ? Bite 
down on it, that’s good. He is pretty strong, isn’t he ? " 
She offered once or twice to take the child from him, 
but he would not give it up. Harston talked a great 
deal about the baby, but never to it. He had writtm 
a berceuse, not dandled his son on his knee. ’ 

Into this picture of domesticity sailed Mrs. Oscar Des 
Voeux. Manuella had omitted to deny herself to* visitor'^ 
She was not expecting anyone but Waldo, yet many came 
that afternoon. Mrs. Oscar Des Voeux dmost shrieked 
at the sight of the baby, and begged that it might be sent 
away at once. 

I have the same idiosyncracy about children that 
Lord Roberts has about cats, I simply cannot bear them 
in the room with me." 

She seemed quite proud of it, and Waldo sympathetically 
interested himself in her symptoxns after Manuella intro- 
duced them, asking for details. But tliis occupied Mrs, 
Des Voeux for a comparatively short time. What she Imd 
come for was to find out how Manuella had borne Alma’s 
triumph of yesterday, what she thought of it. 

" It must, have been hard for you to hear what another 
woman could-do with the song." 

i8^ 
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“It wasn't hard at all." Manuella was surprised at 
that view of it. " I only wish I could have sung it as 
she did ; but, of course, I couldn’t, and I am glad Harston 
has found someone who can." 

" Oh, my dear, it is all very well to carry it off like 
that, and, of course, it is very brave of you ; I daresay 
I should have done the same thing myself. But every- 
body is talking about them. ... I suppose you have 
heard about it ? ” she asked Waldo. 

" No,” he answered laconically, and Manuella flushed 
angrily. 

“ There is nothing for Lord Lyssons to hear.” 

“Nothing! WeU, I'm sure I don’t know what you 
call nothing. My husband is fearfully upset ; you know 
she has left us and taken a flat. I told her I really couldn’t 
have him in Harley Street from morning till night. I 
hear he is never out of the flat,” 

“ I don’t want to know. . . 

* “I <^n quite understand that. But I thought if we put 
our together ..." 

' Waldo tried to create a diversion, but Mm. Des Vceux 
would;talk'.9f nothing^but the growing scandal of Harston 
Migotti’s devotiod td 'Alma Orilia. 

Not that that is the way I should put have it myself. 
Bof my part, I should say the boot is just as much, or 
more, on the other leg.” 

fetraordiuary ! " interpolated Waldo. 

" I beg your pardon.” 

“ I was only thinking what an extraordinary position 
that must have been for the boot, to be just as much or 
more. ...” 

Mrs. Des Vceux could not understand his treating the 
matter so lightly. 

“She runs after him, I mean,” she explained. “Of 
course, in a way, it’s all for his advantage. Not that 
Giovanni is likely. to put up with it. Giovanni lets her do 
; . what she likes, up to a point. ...” ‘ ^ 

M^uella could not bear that Waldo should hear her 
was neglecting her and running after another 
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woman. But Mrs, Des Voeux would talk of nothing else, 
commiserating her, saying she had been warned, advising 
her what to do. Waldo made no attempt to go, although 
now Manuella wished he would. 

Gerald, always at home in the house, although no longer 
staying there, arrived in the midst of it. Mrs. Des Voeux's 
indiscretion included him, and he was understood to say 
something about the artistic temperament. He had rushed 
up in a taxi to find Harston, and when he heard he was 
not there, and had not been home since ten in the morning, 
he left again immediately. 111 be bound he knows where 
to find him,” Mrs. Des Voeux said, with her shrill laugh, 
getting up to go. Manuella asked her if she wanted a 
cab sent for. 

Oh, my dear, no. I don't trust myself to chance in 
this neighbourhood, I kept mine. Then I'm to tell Oscar 
you won't do anything ; you are quite satisfied they 
should be the talk of the town ? ” 

She was scarcely out of the house, Waldo had hardly 
had time to ask who was the Tommy Traddles who'popped 
in and went out again, before there was an 9 ther inter- 
ruption. . 

Manuella was explaining : ^ ‘ 

It was Gerald Streatfield, Harston's great friend ; they 
play together ; he copies the scores, helps in all sorts of 
ways.” ' ■ 

I suppose it was he who sent you all ^Ihose 
roses.” 

” Who ? Gerald ? Oh, no ! They came from Mr 
Graham.” 

It was the very moment the servant announced : 

*^Mr. Graham.” 

Peter came in, most perfectly dressed in morning cb^t 
and grey trousers, grey tie, siidde gloves. 

** I have only rushed in for a moment. ...” 

Waldo, Manuella herself, thought he, too, would say 
something about Harston and Alma Orilia. He bowed 
over her hand, kissed it. That slight roll in his r's excused 
his manners, which were too good, just as his movements 
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were too graceful, and Ms clothes too decorative, for a 
well-bred Englishman. 

I found myself in the neighbourhood, I hope you do 
not mind. It is about to-morrow night. I want to know 
if your husband would care to play. I don't want to ask 
him formally . . 

Harston is not at home/' 

She made him w^elcome — ^too welcome, Waldo thought. 
But all these roses were from him, and it was the second 
time he had sent her flowers. He had r-i'ushed " in for a 
moment, but he sta5:^ed quite ten minutes, charming, 
telling them the guests he was expecting to-morrow 
night. 

If you would care to join us, I should be very pleased. 
I don't know if you care for music ? " 

Manuella was surpiised when Waldo, after an 
imperceptible moment of hesitation, accepted the invi- 
tation. 

I shall be delighted/' 

She, at least, knew^ he was not musical. 

Peter Graham apologized for asking him only for the 
evening, not for dinner. 

*'My bouse is small. . * /' He apologized for the 
smallness of his house. When he went away he again 
Kssed Manuella's hand, said how he was looking forward 
"to seeing her, and that she need not trouble to let him 
know whether her husband would play or not. 

When the door closed behind him, Waldo, still main- 
taining his place on the hearthrug, asked her if she 
expected many more visitors. 

You have quite a lot of nice new friends. . . /' 

Mrs. Des Voeux isn't a friend of mine/' 

After that he was silent, silent quite a long time. 
Manuella was afraid he would begin to speak about Alma 
and Harston. She would tell him that she did not care ; 
she would not have him pity her. But, of course, Lord 
Lyssons did notliing of the sort. He stood with his 
to the fire and warmed his coat-tails. When he 
jSpdkfe it was of the weather* 
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It is perfectly ridiculous to have a fire on such a hot 

** Well, there's nothing to make you stand before it." 

I am protecting you from its heat." 

I don’t want protecting." 

“ No, no ; of course not." He seemed a little 
abstracted. 

" Nice fellow, Peter Graham," he began again. '' Sym- 
pathetic manner. Does he always kiss your hand and 
send you flowers? You were alwaj^s fond of flowers, I 
remember." 

She remembered how well she had been kept supplied — 
the rare orcliids, and afterwards, when she had expressed 
a preference, the great pink peonies. From that day to 
this no one had sent her flowers. " No one has sent me 
flowers until now," she said involuntarily. 

What he wanted to answer was that no one but himself 
should send her flowers. What he actually said was : 

" Well, now he has begun, he will go on. You have 
only to tell him you like it. Graham is sure to do 
the right thing; I should think he know'^s the game 
backwards." , \ 

" I don't know what you mean." ‘ ■ 

" Of course you don't ; how should you ? " And 
then, inconsequently, he continued : 

You know that kid of yours ought to have something 
to cut his grinders on. Fd better see about it for you. 
What's the little beggar's name ? I ought to have been 
his godfather." 

" He hasn't been christened. We alv/ays call him baby. 
I meant to ask Albert." She was a little confused, as if 
she had been guilty of carelessness, but, in reality, 
Harston was the culprit. The christening had been put 
ofi again and again, in order that his work should be 
uninterrupted. 

" He is registered Albert." 

" Well, call him Albert Waldo. Why not ? I should 
like to have an interest in him." 

He went' away soon after that. He had not said one 
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word to her of aJl he had in his head. He thought she 
mgM need a friend, and he wanted her to know he would 
be that fnend ]Sot only to her, but also to her child 
He was so filled with tenderness for her, and fear, that he 
had not a word to say. For it was obvious to him that 

thk T ^"other woman, and that 

this man, Graham at least, was ready to rush into the 

breach. He would have to wait until he was more used 
to seeing her before he could tell her anything. Now he 
only wanted to tell her that he was her" friend that she 
WS to test to Wm. Ho toow sl.o dM not wL 

to her about her Irasband, to know she was beim 
neglected, and gossiped about. Her pride and her sensi- 
tiveness were known to him, as well as her impulsiveness 
and capacity for folly. He did not mean to fot her o5 
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CHAPTER XXV 


S INCE Waldo was to be at Peter Graham's party, 
it was for Waldo Manuella dressed. She had the 
talent of clothes ; Peter Graham appreciated it in her ; 
it was part of her attraction for him. 

To-night the pliant satin fell in long, graceful lines ; 
the lace crossed transparently over the pale perfection of 
her shoulders, revealing the slender throat and suggesting 
the small rounded breasts. Her hair was. without orna- 
ment, coiled low and simply on herslnall and regal head. 

When she entered the drawiiigrrooni In Hertford Street,, 
her host experienced a genuine emotion. He advanced 
to meet her, and showed at once that she was the guest 
of the evening, although there might be others more 
celebrated. It was a small party ; she had hardly time 
to recognize faces she had seen in illustrated papers when 
dinner was announced. 

In the beautiful small dining-room, at the round tabled 
with its exquisite napery, old glass and Queen Anne 
silver, she became aware that her neighbour was a Cabinet 
Minister, arid her vis-^-vis the most famous and popular 
lawyer who had ever followed a forensic by a parliamen- 
tary success. The newest and most defensible of peers- 
was at the other end of the table. There were only twelve 
guests at the dinner-table, and none of them was 
unknown. 

The dinner was quite short ; Manuella was without the 
-281 
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word to her of all he had to his head. He thought she 

wanted her to know he would 
be that friend. Not only to her, but also to her cliild 
He was so filled \vith tenderness for her, and fear, that he 
had not a word to say. For it was obvious to him that 
her husband was engrossed with another woman, and that 
this man, Graham, at least, was ready to rush into the 
breach. He \votod have to wait until he more used 
to seeing toer . before he could tell her anything. Now he 
only wanted to tell her that he was her" friend that she 
was to trust to Um. Ho toow she did UM Mmlo 

''“/'“’“‘.''ej husband, to knots she was beiiL 
neglected, and gossiped about. Her pride and her sensi- 

STrcaySv forfollv° h”' im “'P«J«^eness 

ana capacity foi folly. He did not mean to let her nuf 
Ivse^i? '"’as para- 
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S INCE Waldo was to be at Peter Graham's party, 
it was for Waldo Manuella dressed. She had the 
talent of clothes ; Peter Graham appreciated it in her ; 
it was part of her attraction for him. 

To-night the pliant satin fell in long, graceful lines ; 
the lace crossed transparently over the pale perfection of 
her shoulders, revealing the slender throat and suggesting 
the small rounded breasts. Her hair was. without orna- 
ment, coiled low and simply on her-sinall and regal head. 

When she entered the drawiiigrroom in Hertford Street, 
her host experienced a genuine emotion. He advanced 
to meet her, and showed at once that she was the guest 
of the evening, although there might be others more 
celebrated. It was a small party ; she had hardly time 
to recognize faces she had seen in illustrated papers when 
dinner was announced. 

hi the beautiful small dining-room, at the round table", 
with its exquisite naperj?^, old glass and Queen Anna 
silver, she became aware that her neighbour was a Cabinet 
Minister, and her vis-d-vis the most famous and popular 
lawyer who had ever followed a forensic by a parliamen- 
tary success. The newest and most defensible of peers- 
was at the other end of the table. There v/ere only twelve 
guests at the dinner-table, and none of them was 
unknown. 

The dinner was quite short ; Manuella was without the 
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experience to know how exquisitely it was thought out 
and served, or how carefully selected were the wines. 
But she could not escape knowing that the setting had 
been prepared for ben For she was seated at the right 
hand of her host and his eyes and words were eloquent. 
Of course, she enjoyed this attention ; she was young 
and beautiful to-night, glowing with expectancy. She 
had forgotten for the moment that Harston*s conduct 
with Alma Orilia was exposing her to insulting sympathy. 
Her host's eyes told her she was looking well, if her glass had 
not told it her before. And it was so Waldo would see her, 

Peter Graham had built Ms own house, and, like every- 
thing he did, it showed evidence of an exquisite taste. 
The music-room led out of the dining-room, although it 
was on a lower level. It was approached by steps from 
a balcony, and on the balcony Manuella stood by her 
host's side whilst he was receiving his guests. The long 
room below was sombre and dignified, with panelling of 
cedar-wood and silver, lit by electric lights. There were 
deep ■ recesses in the walls, where, on shelves, behind 
reticulated glass, on velvet cushions, she could dimly see 
the great collection of musical stringed instruments he 
told her he had 'spent the best part of ins life in getting 
together. Here were the masterpieces of Stradivarius 
and Amati ; ‘ the viols and violas de Gamba. Peter 
Graham's evening guests were as distinguished as this 
small perfect music-room on which they were looking 
down, and all the house, which he promised to show her 
presently. But there was only one to whose coming she 
looked forward. 

Waldo was very late ; at one time she thought he would 
not come at all. It was not until the evening was far 
advanced, and she had left the balcony, and was with 
tjhe other guests in the music-room, that she became aware 
he was present. The moment was inauspicious, Alma 
Orilia was on the platform, and Harston at the piano. 
She was supremely conscious of comment. Had she not 
bean, her host's apology would have made her so. 

asked im to-night.f; I did' so want 
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you to be perfectly happy in my house, to be able to look 
back to this evening. ...” 

Waldo did not make his way to her side immediately. 

By the time he came the song was over, and. Harston 
had disappeared with the singer, 

'' I am so sorry,” Mr. Graham began again. 

” There is not the least occasion. . . He had to 
leave her with the sentence unfinished to greet some fresh 
arrival. 

Waldo sauntered up ; he cannot be said to have shown 
any alacrity. It was either his leisureliness or be- 
cause Mr. Graham had thought it necessary to express 
his regret, that sent her spirits down. 

” You like this sort of thing ? ” Waldo asked. 

We lived a very quiet life when we w^'ere first married,” 
she answered evasively. 

“ Oh yes.” 

He knew all about that quiet life from Albert. And 
now the man, the man to whom she had sacrificed herself, 
for whom she had worked, was openly neglecting her for 
another woman. He would have given anything to have 
been able to ask her if she w’^as hurt^ if he could not 
comfort her. He did, of course, nothing" of the sort. 
After a few seconds' silence he said : 

And how^ is my young godson ? Did he get those 
corals I sent him up ? ” 

'' A nd the teething band, and the baby comforter ? 
Yes, they all came, and I meant to write and thank. you; 
But I knew I was going to meet you here to-night.” .. 

'' Were you glad ? ” the words escaped him. '' As 
if you could say you were not ! ” he finished. 

I don't know.” 

That curious pain she had so long ago, and had almost 
forgotten, the pain which only Waldo had ever given 
her, was stirring within her like a couchant animal waking. 
In consciousness of' it, and her shyness, she turned gladly 
to her host, again by her side. 

” You won't care about the next number. I want to 
show you my prints. Will you come ? ” 
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She went upstairs with him, through the dining-room 
again, across the hall to the momiag-room. They were 
quite alone there, and now she was talking gaily, easily. 
To anyone but Waldo she could talk easily. She excited 
Peter Graham’s imagination ; he had meant the evening 
to be momentous, and now he thought it might be even 
more momentous than he had dared to hope. He could 
not gauge the instability of her mood, any more than he 
could know what provoked it. He only knew she was 
glad to come away with him. 

“ You collect prints as well as musical instruments ? ” 
she looked round her with admiration. 

They were alone in a room that was little more than 
a cabinet of old colour-prints. Hung low and crowded 
on the panelled walls, they were appropriate with the 
Chelsea china, chintz curtains, Chippendale furniture. 
She excMmed at the charm of the scheme, and he drew 
her attention to one or two of the gems of the collection. 

“ Ygp see so quickly, so wonderfully,” he said. 

“Do I'? I know I am awfully ignorant. But the 
, vis’hole room seems so right, so harmonious Why is one 
so much hazier, iii' 'the right surroundings ? ” 

" You feet-’happy here ? He wondered if she meant 
■ it for an opening. Yesterday he thought she had read 
no ,;^age in the grammar of philandering. To-night he 
beginning to believe she could write verses in the 
• ‘ ' fep§u,ag,e ; little wonder his pulses began to throb. 

■ *?' You feel happy here ; with me ? ” 

, “ And the prints.” 

“ Don’t laugh at me," he said in a lower %mice. 

“I was not laughing.” 

“ You don’t know what it is to me to see you here, 

- among the things I love. . . .” 

Peter saw the path before him quite clearly ; he had 
taraversed it so many times. Never, of course, with such 
, n companion. The last was always the only one with 
''t “ , Peter Graham. He began at the beginning ; 

V' !'■' in some way we are in yapfort ? ” 

made the speech's effect. “ That have 
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the same tastes ? Have you also that sudden indefinable 
feeling of intimacy, as if we had known each other a 
long time ? '' 

She hesitated, she said she was not sure if she felt 
intimate with him ; blushed when she said it. It had 
only been for a moment she had been an advanced scholar, 
written verses in the new language he was teaching 
her ; now she was a tyro again, unsophisticated. He 
loved teaching. He played the violin, but it was only in 
illicit love he was a master. And he guarded his own 
emotions, nursing them until they were so delicate that 
every word fluttered them. 

Manuella's experience in being made love to w^as 
exceedingly limited. Harston was but an impetuous 
amateur, and Lord Lyssons even less gifted. Now she was 
in the hands of a master. At dinner she had been con- 
scious that he thought her beautiful ; now he made her 
aware that she was full of undiscovered possibilities, un- 
revealed charms: He went easily from that .to' her 
husband’s infatuation for the singer, or of the singer 
for him. His delicacy in approachiiig, the ^matter at alL 
was only exceeded by his tact in coHye^fe^ sympathy 
without actually opening the subject, * '* 

You must not let it distress you. If you cared, if 
you authorized me, I would write to her husban4^t td 
Giovanni Orilia . . , though, of course, you can hold yeun 
own without anybody’s help. But if they should tate-^y 
step . . , inimical , . . inimical to your interests. ’ 

He was telling her that she had a friend in him. She 
was quickly responsive to kindness, and thanked him 
impulsively. 

'' I don’t really care, only I hate people discussing 
me.” She denied and acknowledged in a breath. 

I understand ; I quite understand.” 

Waldo, who had missed them, inteiTupted most un- 
expectedly, walking into the room as if it were natural 
for him to be there. He saw that she was agitated, and 
mistook the cause. 

'' And this is the famous collection of prints ? ” 
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Graham was surprised to find they were no 
3 , he had the talent to disguise it. He greeted 
ns warmly, as if he had no other aim than to 
ngravings. 

; interested in prhits ? I have one of your great- 
ir by Bartolozzi in colours, after Kauffmaiuy 
states of both the Sir Joshuas.” Efe 
[anuella: "You admired them very much.” 
?as silent now, the manner of a few moments 
stely changed. A man w'ould have been a 
I have noticed the change in her, and Peter 
■s not exactly a fool. Peter thought Manuella 
ng Lord Lyssons’s intrusion, which, however, 
ed to a genuine enthusiasm for prints. . 
urth Countess of Lyssons was accounted a 
y in her day, and all the fashionable portrait 
ed their hands on her. I have the mezzotint 
nes after Romney.” 
iauty has not proved hereditary.” 

■aham’s wit was not quick, 
don’t, know. Lady Carrathers is a cousin of 
she ? She was a very lovely woman. I knew 
er.” 

id he was fortunate. 

will accept a print from me, I have also a second 
e Jones mezzotint which is practically equal 
;. It is very rare in either state, and is not 
y Chaloner Smith. I was going to give it to 

Museum, as they haven’t a copy, but if you ” 

abam knew all about his own collection, which 
id him from the majority of wealthy collectors, 
ons expressed his gratitude suitably but 
e print. 

aid I must leave you now.” 

•aham had his reputation as a host to sustain. 
3ns seemed absorbed, in the walls, as if he 
er over them. ‘’ You will excuse me; I see 
enthusiast, I wish I could remain with you. 
catfijogu#”' , ; ,, 
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When he had left the room Lord Lyssons said to 
Manuella : 

I did not know you took such an interest in prints/' 
Nor I that you did/' she answered hastily, 

‘'You seemed to have got quite excited over them." 

" It was not about the prints." 

I imagined not/' 

Mr. Graham hurried back to tell them supper was 
served. " I had no idea it was so late. Will you bring 
Mrs. Migotti to the supper-room ? " 

He x'emembered now that it was in her sitting-room he 
had met Lord Lyssons ; the fellow was unattractive, ill- 
dressed, still . . . there was no use pressing a tite-d4Me 
on her. 

" There is a seat reserved for Madame Migotti at the 
top of the table. I will be there almost as soon as you 
are. Prince Kapotsky is just going, I must see him ofi/' 
Are you hungry ? " W^aldo asked Manuella, when Mr, 
Graham hurried away again. 

"Starving." 

" Come along, then." ‘ 

That is what it was, hunger of the heart. If both of 
them were conscious of it, were both they in hopes 
of keeping it from the other. ' They were very silent, 
seeming to have nothing to say as they went into the 
supper-room. 

She sat silently, too, through supper, and Peter Graham, 
again beside her, thought again that his words and 
himself had affected her, and was well satisfied. Hb had 
eyes for no one but her, his deferential manner made her 
conspicuous. 

Lord Lyssons was not a man of strong prejudices ; he 
had travelled too much, and seen too many people. But, 
watching them both, he allowed a hard word or two to 
escape him, 

" These damned Jews," he said to himself, " they can 
buy the earth I " 

And then he was ashamed again, for Manuella was not 
to be bought. That she was to be wooed he hardly 



believed- that she had to be protected be mstmcuveiy 
toew. He suspected it at Albert Hall, and to-night he 
Their host was making little secret of his fe^|s. 

inseparable from Alma Orilia. 

--r hurriedly to his wife, 
and the guests dispersing : 

Alma wants me to see her 

, " ;'' j a: lesson, 

it, and was watching the effect, 
In some things Peter 
I, and he knew women better, 


knew. 

Harston Migotti was 
Lord Lyssons heard Harston say 
after supper was over 
“ Don’t wait for me, 

0111 . 0 . ■ • » » 

He was perhaps a little ashamed, repeating 

Alma had sent him to say — — 

She looked insolently triumphant, 
was quicker than Waldo, a*.d 

women like Alma Orilia. _ • 

“ I am hoping Madame Migotti will not leave us just 
yet,” he said to Harston. "You can rely upon me to 
see her into the motor. I ordered it back for her. 

“ Graham wUi look after her.” That was what Harston 
reported to his exacting mistress. 

And when the time came, Peter was better than his 
word. He i)?ouid not let her go up to the cloak-room, but 
sent for her wrap?, seeing her afterwards to the car, 
staying at the cfoor of it bareheaded, talking earnest y. 

men Waldo was being helped into his own coat m the 
hall he heard a laughing comment on the situation : 

“ Peter never tilters. Co-x^espondeiits 3.te boni> not 
mafe He has got hold of a beauty this time. Lucky 


CHAPTER XXVI 

^WO days later, at twelve o’clock in the morning, 

1 Peter Graham was in the sitting-room at Circus 
Road, extraordinaiily pale and agitated, and Manuella 
was standing listening to him, little less pale than he. 
Her lips were trembling, her eyes startled, and she was 
at first incredulous. ^ 

'' That I should be the one to bring you such news i 
he ejaculated. ; 

You say Madame Orilia told you herself that they 
were going away together ? ” :> 

'' Her words were, ' You can tell her. that we have left 
for Genoa.' " ’ . , 

'' Had anything happened ? Was there any rea^m-*’ - 
why she should have sent me such a message, and seiit 
it by you ? " • 

He hesitated. ' 

I happened to be in the Buckingham Palace Road. 
She pulled down the window of her brougham and called 
to me. . . 

“ I want to know exactly what she said. Was Harston 
with her ? " 

“Yes; he was beside her. She said, ‘Go and tell 
her we have gone’.' It seems, that night at my house, • 
someone heard you say Alma Orilia might sing your 
husband's music, but . . . What you said was repeated 
to her. She is revengeful, bitter, . , 
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“ What I said was that she was quite welcome to sing 
his music and even to make love to him, but that she 
would never get any further ; she was too ugly to be 
wicked.” 

A sort of dry sob escaped her as she repeated her ovni 
words, it was true she had said them, and to Mrs. Des 
Voeux. 

“ She got it into her head you despised her as a rival, 
thought because she was plain. ...” 

"Ugly!” 

” Because she was ugly, you would be able to hold 
him, keep him ... I don't know what she thought ; 
she was jealous of you, furious you were not jealous of 
her. I don't think he wanted to go ; he looked miserable. 
' Tell Manuella/ he said, ^ tell her I will come back. . . / ” 

” How dare he ? how dare he ? I won't have him 
back I ” 

” I am sure everything was decided hurriedly. 
He explained it to me as well as he was able, 
Stoilmont is to be at Genoa on Saturday ; they want to 
catch hini If they can see him before he makes 

any other arrangements they may get him to put on 
11 Traditore before anything else.” 

” Harston wanted to make me believe they have only 
gone to see Stoilmont ? ” 

He said the letter only came this inorning. He 
had not heard of it before he went out. He sent young 
Streatfield up for his clothes, didn't he ? ” 

. ^ Yes. Gerald told me he was called away on business.” 

She won't be able to hold him ; how would it be 
possible .after ... after yo'a'>' Tell me what 1 can do 
to help you. You ought to get away, not wait until people 
come.” 

” To condole with me?” She vras almost beyond 
speech with her contempt and indignation, the hurt to her 
pride. 

” Everybody will be sorry for you and condemn him. 

. She will have done herself no good. I believe her husband 
; said he would kill her the next time it happened;” 
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She sat down suddenly on the sofa, her courage 
collapsing, Peter Graham began half a dozen sentences 
without finishing them ; they seemed to have in them 
more r’s than any other letter. He, too, was obviously 
labouring under deep emotion. Through her own fury 
she became conscious of it, and supposed he was Sony 
for her. The other night he had said there was 
something in common between them, and he had 
shown his interest in her. He came over now and sat 
beside her. 

“ You know how distressed I am.” She saw that there 
were even tears in his eyes, she spoke hurriedly when she 
saw them. 

I know.” 

Not grief, but anger, held her ; she knew she had kept 
her vows, been a good wife, lived in repression, thought of 
nothing but her husband. 

How can I help it ? To see you so beautiful, and . , . 
and wronged. ...” 

He took her hand, held it to his lips. Ste forgot he 
w^as there. Harston had left her-^with that woman ! 

She went very pale, and he thought she Was going to 
faint. What woukl WalAo my?"' That was the sudden 
thought that paled her cheek. 

Peter Graham was sitting very close to her, and ste 
could not bear him so near. 

'' I wish you would get up.'' He rose at once. 

Shall I go ? " 

There was silence again in the room, the clock ticked, , 
a cinder from the fire dropped into the grate. Again a 
sudden passion of resentment seized her, a quick impulse 
of ungovernable anger, it died down, however, as quickly 
as it came. 

'' You don't mind me saying that I think you should 
get away ? Peter Graham went on : The news will be 
all over London by to-night. Then the comments, the 
sympathy ; newspaper paragraphs perhaps. ...” 

” How can I get away ? ” 

” Let me think.” 
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He seemed to be thinking. 


It is impossiDie 

You will have them ali up here, questioning, concioiing. 
It will be unbearable for you/' 

She, too, was thinking how' unbearable sympathy 
would be. 

Oscar will want you to do nothing. His wife will urge 
you to take proceedings. . . /' 

I shan't do anything she advises ; she will gloat ovei 
it, talk to ever37one. ..." 

''You must get away." 

Now he spoke with decision. 

" That is the only possible thing. Wli}^ not go South ? " 
It seemed , an inspiration, as if it had come to him 
suddenly. 

I am not going myself this year," he hurried on. " I 
cannot leav§ London. Take my villa, I have a little 
viUa between Monte Carlo and Mentone. . . 

"He painted its deficiencies, deprecated, wiiilst describing, 
the ch^ffns of its isolation. It w'as in a garden, yellow 
with lemoh-4ree's and mimosa, hanging over tiie blue 
tideless seaf/ 

I will Jehd it you, if you will allow me, or let it to 
you. You will be quite alone there, and can make up 
your mind -at leisure what you are going to do. There is 
no ‘sunnier spot in the world, but there is always shade 
in the garden and on the verandah. It is very quiet, 
out of the sound and sight of tramcars and motors — 
practically on a promontory." 

She had told him to go away, but now in 
of his speech he came over to her agair 
"You don't know how I should like 
use to you." He spoke emotionall’ 

" I know." 

She believed that be liked her 
her this sign of MendsMp, that ^^^ h x*. w 

be impossible for her to stay here to be sympathized with, 

• to the comments and curiosit of their friends. In her 
eyes he was almost elderly, at the age of friendship. She 
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did not mean to accept his offer, or rather she was not 
sure what to do. So much would depend upon Waldo. 

. . . When she thought of what Waldo would say or do 
she flushed again and Peter Graham interpreted the flush 
in his own way. He was already beginning to thank her 
fervidly when Lord Lyssons was announced. No one 
could have guessed Waldo's sensations on seeing Peter 
Graham here, traces of emotion in his face, storm of 
emotion in hers. 

All he said was : 

“ Hope I don't intrude ? 

Peter answered hurriedly ; 

I am just going/' and made his escape, imagining he 
had achieved ail his purpose. 

Manuel] a followed him to the door, saying something in 
a low voice. 

Waldo remained standing on the hearthrug, his back 
to the fire, pulling himself together. He phrased it to 
himself : .. 

'‘Pull yourself together, old man ; that damned Jew 
has got hold of her in some way, ••app^ealitig to her 
feelings. You have got to look after her ; donH go think- 
ing of yourself, and how you’d like to wring;* his neck ; 
say the right thing for once.” 

, What Manuella had whispered to Peter Graham was : 

, “ Don’t say anything before Lord Lyssons.” 

It was only an impulse, but if he had not already heard, 
she wanted to tell him herself, and when,, they were, by 
themselves. In the hall she thanked Graham for coming 
to her, and for the offer of his villa. She was- touched ' 
by the way in which he responded that he had clone 
nothing, and wished he could do everything. 

When she came back to Waldo she was still convinced 
of Graham's kindness, but it had become of little moment. 
What would happen when she told Lord Lyssons that 
her husband had deserted her ? How was she going to 
tall him ? ; 

She came back into the room with these two questions 
paramount. For the moment she forgot to be angry 
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with Harston, contemptuous of Alma Oriiia. What would 
Waldo say ? That was the beginning and end. 

What Waldo said was : 

Have you really been able to part with him ? Awful 
wrench, I suppose. Sweet fellow 1 isn’t he ? I would 
not have interrupted for anything if I had known. May 
I have a cigarette ? 

She was quite taken aback by his manner, quickly in 
arms against it. 

“ Of course you can smoke. Mr. Graham only came . . . 
only came to tell me . . 

'' Oh ! I can guess what he came to tell you. Where do 
you keep your matches ? ” He was searching the mantel- 
piece. She found the box on the table and handed it to 
him. 

Thanks, fine cigarettes, these Lucanas. I suppose 
Mr, Graham does not smoke ; that sort of fellow never 
does.^' 

Why are you talking like that about Mr. Graham ? 
He is the kindest man in the world; he only came up 
here this morning; because — ^because . . 

I say, spare me what he came up here this morning 
for ; I came up myself for the same reason/' 

He meant they had both come to see her. But what 
she thought he meant w'as that he, too, had heard — heard 
that Harston had left England with Alma Oriiia 1 She 
waited for his next words — ^liung upon them. His 
sympathy would be sweet, but from him she wanted 
more than sympathy. He went on smoking ; found the 
cigarette was not so much to his liking as he thought, 
although that may not have been the fault of the 
cigarette, made another observation about it and then 
pitched it into the fire. 

I suppose he imagines himself in love with you.” 

She stared at him in utter surprise, speechless. 

Who ? What ? ” 

He has probably a lascivious and-beastiy imagination. 
Ypu are impulsive and practically unprotected. . . 

Then he did know. 


^ CONCERT PITCH 


^9S 

Practically unprotected/' he . repeated. Albert 
isn't here, although, of course, he ought to be/' 

I don't want Albert. I don't want anybody/' 

You have never been able to take care of yourself, 
You are like a child playing with matches ; you don't 
know your danger." 

Her nerves were fretted, fretted almost to breaking- 
point. What she had wanted and expected from him 
was . . . was . . . she did not word it, but “comfort- 
ing ” was the word. Instead, he was blaming her because 
Harston had left her, because she had been unable to take 
care of him or of herself. She had never been able to 
bear injustice ; her hot heart swelled in resentment. 

“ It isn't true. I have taken care of myself and of 
him too." 

She was speaking of Harston. . He was thinkizig of 
Peter Graham, whom he had found there at twelve o’clock 
in the morning, the signs of spent emotion in his pallor 
and darlc eyes reflected in hers. 

“ For the moment, I daresay." 

For all his cool words and manner Waldo was hardly 
less agitated than she, “ J suppose he has only left you 
for a time. I know the kind of feilow' he is. 

“ He is not coming back at all." 

“ Don’t you believe it. He will make an appeal to you ; 

I shouldn't wmnder if he wept. You are as soft as a 
lobster without its shell. I shall find you drying his 
tears. ..." 

“ I shall do what I think right." 

“You have the heart of a child and the knowledge of 
the world of a field-mouse. ..." 

“ I wish you had not come here at all," she burst out, 
bitterly and utterly disappointed and unnerved. 

“ Of course you do." 

He was labouring under an excess of feeling, accom- 
panied by an utter incapacity to express it. That Peter 
Graham should be making love to her was an unspeakable 
outrage ; that she should defend him, be his advocate, 
was intolerable. In the misunderstanding, both of them 



lubi ineii temper, and said absurd things. What they 
were he was never quite sure, nor was she. There wa^ 
something about “ orientalism ” that she did not in the 
least understand but resented the more passionately 
and more about her childishness. ^ 

“You only came here to say unkind things to me " 

• anything about the trouble she was 

m of Harston’s defection or her sensitiveness about it 
You are trying to make me lose my temper.” 

“Well, it has never been a difficult job, has it ? " 

She burst into tears and went on incoherently to 
upbraid him for what he had said and left unsaid. The 
^orm of her anger played about liim like forked lightning. 
He seemed to see in its flashes the justification for the 
jealousy that was shaking him. 

She rushed out of the room when her fmy had abated 
and he waited a long time for her to come back. But 
when she^ did not come back he went away. He was 
that she was angry with him for having 
pointed put that Peter Graham was making love to 
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CHAPTER XXVII 

T he full force of her loneliness broke upon her 
that afternoon, when Waldo had left her without 
a word of comfort, and she had nothing to do but think, 
She sat over the fire and thought about her life. From 
beginning to end it had been a failure ; she thought 
it would have been far better had she died wit|i 
her mother. Her cruel childhood . came • back to her, 
her stepmother's dislike, her-’ father's indifference, her 
own fits of temper. Perhaps it was true; too, that she 
had had a bad influence on Albert. There was nothing 
good or strong about him, and he had left England 
under a cloud. She began to cry ' presently, thinking 
how alone she was — a imiddle she had made of 
everything. 

She went up into the nursery later, and carried the baby 
off to take his first sleep in her arms, unheeding the nurse’s 
remonstrances. • 

If he cuddled down with his curly head against her 
heart, she might find solace. But baby, too, disap- 
pointed her this evening. He had a slight cold and was 
fidgety ; perhaps he missed his bed. She took him back 
to nurse, feeling cross with him, as she had been with 
Waldo, But already she was sorry she had lost her 
temper with Waldo, and was wondering if indeed he knew, 
if he understood. 

How long the evening seemed ! And ail her days, 
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she supposed, would be the same. She could settle 
neither to needlework nor to reading. Were all her 
clays and evenings to be like this ? It was not true 
that it was her own fault, and that she could not take 
care of herself. She had taken care not only of herself, 
but of Harston, been a good wife to him ; prayed for 
help, subordinated herself, her baby, everything, to his 
well-being. That he had left her like this was a punish- 
ment, nevertheless ; a punishment, because, notwith- 
standing all that she had done, she had not loved him ; 
he must have realized some lack in her. She went to bed 
early, feeling very forlorn, crying herself to sleep. Her 
last thought was that, wdien her stepmother heard of her 
position, she would exclaim with satisfaction : ''I always 
said no one would live in the same house with her/' 

She did not know how long she had been asleep, but she 
woke with a start. 

Oh, ma’am, do wake ! do come ! Oh, ma^am, he’s 
so bad. . , 

She was outlof bed- in a second, her heart thumping. 

I’m coming. What is it ? Wait 1 ” 

She ^vasmt the door in her nightgown, not staying to 
put on a dressing-gown, get her slippers, or turn up 
the light. 

“ What is it ? what’s the matter ? ” 

If s the croup, I think.” 

Now she was flying along the narrow passage. The 
nursery door was open ; a night-light burned. Cook was 
sitting with the choking, struggling baby, a strange figure 
of a cook, fat and unwieldy in her cotton dress put on 
-hastily, unbuttoned over her nightgown, a grey wisp 
of hair falling over her flaccid cheeks, but a good kind 
old cookie for all that, cr 5 dng and distraught. 

” Ifs the croup, that’ s what it is, the croup. Oh, the 
poor dear 1 ” 

In a moment Manuella had caught him up, and he was 
gasping and fighting for breath in his mummy’s arms. 
She was questioning, exclaiming, crying with him. He 
. could not get his breath, was almost black in the face. 
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She did not know what to do, none of them knew what 
to do. It was maddening to be so helpless. 

“ IVe heard that a hot bath ... get a hot bath.'* 

Or a sponge of hot water to the back of the neck. . . 

“ For God's sake get a sponge." 

And there’s ipecac. Poor dear 1 if he conld bring it 
up, if we could get him to be sick. ..." 

They were doing all they knew. Nurse had called 
cook first ; they had hesitated to send for mistress, know- 
ing she was in trouble." Manuella hated them for knowing 
it. 

In any emergency the finer faculties emerge. There 
was now no memoiy of trouble save this. She knew 
little of illness, but mother-instinct guided her, and soon 
the bath was ready. The hot sponge proved valuable ; 
a weak mixture of mustard and water served in place of 
the absent ipecacuanha. By the time cook had dressed, 
hurriedly, and gone out to seek a doctor, his services were 
less urgently needed. 

When she tardily returned with- a- sieopy and unwilling 
person retrieved from a neighbouring dispensary, baby 
was no longer nearly black in the face and struggling for 
breath ; he was very white and exhausted, he seemed 
to have shrunk beyond recognition, to have fallen in at 
the temples and to be but a simulacrum of himself, but he 
was no longer engaged in that terrible fight. He was 
drowsy, inclined to sleep. 

This local doctor, in the stress of his own fight for a 
living, had forgotten what little science he ever had. A 
man experienced in filling death-certificates, capable of 
vaccinating, or seeing a maternity case through if there 
should be no complications. Never interfere vdth 
Nature," was his easy maxim. To do him justice, we 
must admit he rarely made the attempt. He hated 
coming out at night ; nothing short of cookie's dynamic 
energy would have dragged him from his bed. But she 
rang and rang, and shouted up the tube that led to his 
bedroom. He was overtired with the many hours' work 
that he- had done so perfunctorily; the work itself had 
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lost interest for liim, so long had he prescribed the same 
formulae, given the same medicines, it mattered so little 
from which cask he drew the ingredients. When the day's 
work was over he dranlc whisky and water hot, and slept 
heavily. 

Now> here he was, a little fuddled, and coarsely jocular. 

“ You know my charge is ten shillings if I am called 
out of bed in the middle of the night/' was the first 
greeting. When he was able to realize that it was not a 
club patient, but a lady who sat before him with an 
exhaiivSted baby on her lap, he tried to pull himself 
together, to be of some use. He was not a villain, not 
even a drunkard, he was only tired and w^oni out from 
working under impossible conditions to make a living for 
his own wife and children. He approved all that had 
been done. But Manuella, realizing quickly what manner 
of doctor had been brought to her, would not let him 
approach the child for examination, lest he should disturb 
the, which the little sufferer had fallen. Im- 

petuously she badejiim.^a^ where he was, 

Becaifee^ sli^* Was so beautiful the blue dressing-gown 
they had thipwn round her, he, was amenable, staring at 
her, hardly ‘seeing the patient. From his safe distance he 
asked the history of the illness. Manuella, cuddling the 
boy, trying to answer the doctor's conventional ques- 
*tidns, remembered how little heed she had paid to baby’s 
fr^etting, or his syiiiptoms of a cold. In her selfishness 
she' had thought of nothing but her own troubles. 

I didn’t motice ; tell him, nurse. But it is over now% 
the attack has quite passed ; he has fallen asleep. I won’t 
have him awakened/' 

This dispensary doctor had rough methods. 

^‘Another attack will be coming on again, when he 
has gathered the strength for it. From the look of him, 
he hasn’t much stamina, ..." 

She looked up indignantly. He has never had a day's 
filness," ■ 

^ He may pull through, but it's always a toss-up with 
fet attack of croup. Twelve months old ? Teething, 
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too, I suppose ? There is nothing to be done. I^m sure 
I don't know why I was dragged out of bed. Nature, you 
know ; you’ll have to leave him to Nature. Keep hot 
water going ; don’t give him anything but milk." 

He was really trying to remember all he knew about 
croup. He seemed to remember that the Madonna was 
fair ; but in her blue dressing-gown this young woman 
looked like the Madonna. He could not classify her. 
His patients were mostly drawn from one of two classes^ 
and she was not of either. He would know more if he 
saw her husband, a man is generally more easy to classify 
than a woman. 

'' Whei'e is your husband ? What is he ? " 

There is not much time to be tactful or delicate in a 
dispensary practice. 

He ought to be here, you know." 

Her heart ran cold when he had spoken of another 
attack. She held the child always closer in her arms, 
feeling his frailty, anguished lest he. -should be again 
convulsed. •. * 

Her husband’s abroad,” .answere'd cook'to^The doctor’s 
question, whilst Manuella only held the child Udore clos^y, 
and thought wildly how slie was to save him. ' 

Oh, abroad, is he ? " ‘ . 

The doctor wondered whether she was married. He 
saw a good deal of irregular life in the course of his 
cheap practice. He was sorry for her; but.it was three 
or four o’clock now, and he wanted his bed- 

Well, I shouldn’t worry about him any .more until it 
comes on. Put him back in liis cot and cover 'him up. 
ril send you round some medicine in the morning. I 
daresay I’ll manage to see him in the course of the day," 

He could never have imagined how she resented his 
staying there and everything he said, how anxious she 
was that he should be gone. She hated the man. This 
was no healer, no helper. 

When the front door slammed behind him the sense of 
hurry came upon her — ^the need ier immediate action. If 
it were true another attack was threatening she must 
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be ready to meet it. Her heart almost broke in tenderness 
over the baby. 

‘‘ There must be something to be done, something that 
dreadful man doesn't know/' she said desperately. It 
was .now she wanted a friend's help. What did pride 
or anything matter ? Waldo had said if she ever 
needed a friend she was to call upon him ; she was 
desperate in her need. The baby started in her arms, 
cried, coughed. 

“ Go to the nearest telephone office. Find Lord 
Lyssons' number ; lie lives somewhere in the ' Albany.' 
Tell him baby is ill, and I want the name and address 
of that doctor he sent to me once. He must come 
quickly . . /' her voice broke. 

That it was the doctor, and not Lord Lyssons, who was 
needed quickly, cookie might have misunderstood. She 
was very fat and had exhausted her intelligence on the 
hot water and mustard. She got her message through, 
not to Lord Lyssons, who at five in the morning was not 
yet awake, l^ut to Ms sleepy valet, who delivered it muti-. 
lated, but fairly intelligible, an hour or two later. How 
exhaustively Waldo cursed that considerate vaJet goes 
without saying. He dressed in record time, and was 
thundeiing at Tom Shorter's door before that eminent 
physician was out of bed. 

Meanwhile, back -at home, cookie had the blinds up and 
fires going, the Imuse in order, and breakfast on the way. 
Manuella was 'able to lay the child down, although 
reluctantly,- whilst she dressed. She drank her coffee 
watching, her eyes on the cot, every sound or stir, almost 
every laboured uneven breath, bringing her heart to a 
standstill, driving the last faint colour from her face. 
Cook had got her message through to that little doctor 
who was a healer, but how long he was in coming — how 
long ! Before he came she was agonized again with that 
choking cry and cough to wMch the baby awoke. She was 
.quicker this time with her remedies, but could not but 
how frail he had so suddenly grown, and shrunken about 
the his eyes dull. She was holding Mm in Ms 
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bath when they came in, but she was very near the end 
of her own powers of endurance. The baby suffered, 
struggled, gasped for breath and choked ; she found it 
unbearable to see Ihni suffer. 

The two men came together into the room. Dr. 
Shortex', without a moment’s hesitation, took the child 
from her, lifting it out of the useless bath, wrapping it 
in tlie blanket, taking immediate charge. 

You look after her,’’ he said to Waldo. '' Lay her 
on the floor quickly, she’s going to faint.” 

He mastered the whole situation ; ail they had to do 
was to carry out his instructions, get the things for which 
he asked, constitute themselves his lay helpers, Manueila’s 
attack of faintness lasted a very few seconds. The strain 
had suddenly become insupportable, the swaying room 
grew black before her eyes. The floor and the draught 
from the open door, with the knowledge that the child 
was in safe hands, revived her. She would have held on 
if the little doctor had not taken the baby from her arms. 
She said so, and afterwards Dr. Shorter told heiC it was 
probably true. In quite a few minutes the f^htness had 
gone; she was up, and the readiest of his helpers. It 
was extraordinary how the little man brought calm with 
him, and confidence . . .■ if not confidence, at least 
hope, 

Waldo went backwards and forwards, to the chemist ; 
the weakness had to be fought as well as the croup. All 
Tom Shorter’s energies were in the fight now, for it came 
to a fight, a fight to the finish. He was not going to let 
the child go, but it needed all he knew, every feint and 
dodge to keep him here ; probably no other man would 
have succeeded, 

Waldo, going backwards and forwards to the chemist, 
backwards and forwards to the telephone, for they must 
know in Harley Street what it was detained the consultant 
from his full waiting-room, tried to keep Manueila’s courage 
going. All his mind was in that small nursery, con- 
centrated on the girl (she would always be . a girl to him) 
with the tragic face, who was watching her dying baby. 
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He thought it was dying, although he kept telling her 
the contrary. 

“ You . . . you wouldn't like a parson ? " he asked her, 
abruptly when Tom Shorter gave the first injection of 
strychnine, the oxygen beginning to fail of eifect. 

For the moment she failed to grasp his meaning, looking 
at him with those sombre, unseeing eyes. He went on 
hurriedly : I don't know how you feel about it, it can't 
do any harm. He ... he hasn't been christened, you 
know ..." 

She tried to collect her thoughts. 

I think I had better fetch one. Shall I ? It can't 
do any harm." 

If she found the baby's sufferings insuppox*table, he 
was feeling hei's no less acutely. He did not know what 
to say, and none of the hesitant words that came to him 
were the words he wanted. 

He wanted to ask Tom Shorter whether it would not 
be as well, '.have the baby christened at once, but he 
could mot. Bpeak to ’hinv without Manuella hearing. He 
lowered his voice as mucli as possible. 

Dr, Shorter had no opinioti of religious ceremonies, and 
* shared the average scientist's neglect of observances, but 
Ms reply was quite unheptatiiig : 

You will have to hurry." 

The paroxysms of coughing were under conti'ol, the 
forehead sweating ; the child retained the injected 
nourishment., But it was blue about the lips, the ex- 
tremities were cold ; no one but Tom Shorter would 
have held on to Ms work. 

Lord Lyssons was quicker and more successful with a 
clergyman than cook had been with a doctor. The 
athletic curate he captured was eager for his job, and 
hardly waited to -hear it explained. 

Christen a dying baby ? Certainly, Half a jiff ! 
Can you wait until I change my clothes ? " He had 
been training a local division of the Boy Scouts when 
""" To encountered Mm, and was hurrying home. 

“ Tm afraid there's no time to be lost." 
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The atMetic curate was as reverent in his flannels as he 
would have been in black. The brief ceremony lost 
nothing in his reading. It was not a new scene for him — 
the dying child, the half*unconscious mother, even the 
little doctor, who said, under his breath : Cut it as 
short as you can, and don't stand where I can't watch 
him." When he had bapti2:ed the baby he said to 
Waldo : 

May I say the prayei's for the dying ? " Before he 
had been answered he was down on Ms knees. Then 
Waldo moved over and stood by Manuella. '' It can't 
do any harm," he said again, apologetically. 

It was strange to see him kneeling too, presently, side 
by side with the young clergyman. She had no stub- 
bornness of unfaith to conquer, only indifference, and 
after a moment's hesitation she knelt with them. 

There was silence in the disordered nursery — no sound 
now but the fervent prayer. Dr. Shorter thought, per- 
haps a little contemptuously, that it might }iave been a 
scene out of a novel by Hall CaiiiQ,-;^ Bunng-^the,.prayer 
sterilized the tube and prepai'ed another injeciion. "He 
never doubted it was that "last injection, and'uot the 
prayer, that brought the pulse back and set the heart 
beating again. The young clergyman said word of 
sympathy to Manuella, who seemed as it she had not 
heard, and Lyssons followed him out of the room, return- 
ing quickly. 

" Seen him off the premises ? Now just keep absototely 
quiet for five minutes if you can." But the five minutes 
were not up, and Manuella had not stirred, 'when he said, 
in a voice of triumph : Come over here." 

It was to Manuella the doctor spoke, and she obeyed 
him quickly. '' Put your finger there, on his pulse. 
What do you think of that ? He has come back, he'll 
pull through now. Another minute and hell open his 
eyes. , . . Good Heavens ! what’s the woman crying for ? " 

She broke down then, but not^ until afterwards did she 
know Waldo's arms were about her, and that it was on his 
shoulder she was crying. 
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Tom Shorter was so proud of what he had achieved that 
’ he wanted an audience. That was his fault, if he had a 
fault. After he had fought death at close quarters, such 
close quarters as this had been, and won Ms battle, 
he was apt to look round the arena for applause. Waldo 
would have applauded, but he had his arms about 
Manuella. 

'' Oh 1 my sweet, don't cry. I'm holding you ; it is all 
right, the little chap is going to stay with us." He hardly 
knew whether he said the words or thought them. 

Thank God you sent for me ! How can I let you go 
again ? " That, at least, he did not say, although he held 
her against his breast, laid his face on her hair. The 
tension was but for a moment ; she disengaged herself 
quickly and dried her eyes. What had come to them 
had always been there. 

There was still much to be done. Dr. Shorter insisted 
upon a trained nurse being sent for at once, one of his 
own choosing ; he paid not the slightest attention to 
Manuella's protest that ^ she was quite able to nurse the 
child herself with Mary's help and cook's. 

'\Thete is some bronchitis, the distance between the 
broncliial tubes and the lungs isn't worth speaking about. 
We might, have pneumonia to fight. He has got to be 
watched every hour, and it needs a trained eye." 

As he talked, he was putting up his case of drugs, clear- 
' ing up matters generally, giving instructions. When he 
was , saying good-bye to Manuella, almost casually, he 
asked,’ as the dispensaiy doctor had done ; 

Where is his father ? If I were you I should send for 
• him. There must be a certain amount of anxiety for the 
next few days. Where is he ? " 

Perhaps the moment when she cried on Waldo's shoulder 
had not escaped Mm, although he was occupied with the 
baby. What was Lord Lyssons doing here ? Dr. Shorter 
was a trained observer with an excellent memory. She 
flushed when he repeated : 

; , Send for your husband," and started to answer, but 
her lips. 
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Anything wrong between them ? Dr. Shorter asked 
Waldo as they went downstairs. 

Nothing that I know of/' the other answered in- 
differently. But* of course, he was not indifferent. 

He went straight back to the nursery when the doctor 
left. The baby was sleeping, and Manuella was for the 
moment seated idly by his cot, looking forlorn. He 
beckoned her out of the room, 

'' He is all right for the present, Shorter is more than 
satisfied. Nurse will call out to you if he wakes. Come 
down and see about getting me some lunch ; I missed my 
breakfast on your account, you know.^' 

He put a gentle, familiar arm through hers, made her go 
downstairs with him and sit in the dining-room whilst 
he ate, making her eat with Mm. Afterwards in the 
sitting-room he forgot to be whimsical. She looked so 
young, so unhappy ; it was so long since he had held her 
in his arms, and they ached for her. He did not know 
how it was he found himself on the sofa, holding her. 

He really loved her in the best way,, in the. only way, 
in every way ; but she had been in trouble, had sent for 
him, clung to Mm. His own courage was a little broken, 
and he held her close. • 

V It has been hard ? " . 

'' I thought you were not sorry. . . /'.^ 

Not sorry ! My God ! I don't know how I have'borne 
it, . , Silence fell between them. 

She was overwrought, lonely; the tenderness in his 
voice moved her, she had loved him always. ’ The move- 
ment came from her, she knewTt afterwards, but Ms response 
was quick. Now their lips came together, and clung , , . 
and again she was ashamed, hiding her face. 

'' I only want to be comforted/' 

Her voice was stifled. 

I only want to cherish you." . 

Silence again, 

" Why didn't you comfort me yesterday ? ' 

" Yesterday, to-day, every day I will" 

What was he saying ? He only knew that his arms lield 
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her, his lips still throbbed from meeting hers, her head 
was on Ihs shoulder, and his face among her hair, against 
her soft cheek. 

Did I disappoint you yesterday? 

'' I was very unhappy/' . 

Because I scolded you — did I scold you ? Dear heart, 
I was only trying to take care of you/' 

How did you kno^v ? " 

" Know what ? That I wanted to take care of you ? 
Since I met yrou on the boat, your hair flying in the wind, 
your eyes glowing ..." 

I mean about Harston." 

What about Harston ? He didn't exist." .. 

** You know he has left me." 

Whai! Left yo%i, left you ? " 

His arms fell from her, them startled faces gazed at 
each other*. 

But didn't you. know it yesterday ? " 

" It isn't, true, ibisn-t possible ? " 

; ''That is why / . /' . 

, She would have sought the shelter of his shoulder 
again, .but he got up abruptly. 

" He went away yesterday with Alma Orilia. She sent 
Mr. Graham, to tell me. I thought you knew/' 

" You thought I knew ? " 

"You said../' 

But both of them had forgotten what he said, they 
only remembered that she had lost her temper over it. . 

He walked up and down the room whilst she told him— 
told him every word Peter Graham had said to her. Then 
fighting for his self-command, he began questioning her, 
even cross-questioning her. 

" But if this is true . . . ? " 

He could not help his spirit leaping to it. She belonged 
to him by every right— the right of love and his tender- 
ness for her. He told her so, held her to lum again, 
looked deep into her eyes, behind which he. saw the white 
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And then, ail at once, because at the bottom of his 
heart lay his chivalry, he left off thinking of himself and 
began to think only of her. What was best ? He saw 
quickly, and unhappily he saw clearly. They might 
I wade knee-deep in mud, he and she, and all of them, 

[ and in the end find themselves swimming in cleaner water. 

He was her guardian as well as her lover. Again he put 
her away from him. 

Let me think."' 

They were the same words Peter Graham had used. 

■ '' No, let us leave off thinking." 

She was so near him that his arm went about her 
^ perforce. 

It has made me feel free." 

And freedom for jrou means my tyranny." 

" You used to treat me like a child. I have grown so 
tired of being treated like a woman. Take care of me a 
little. I am lonely without you. . .. , 

" Dear heart, you will always be-^- child.^-' 

" I wasn't a child when , .. . when i ^ , 

Tell me." • ; ^ 

"When you kissed me . , . that evening. It seems 
centuries ago, when you said you , . . you always 
kissed girls." 

" Did I saj?* that ? Do you want to heai-’? Never in 
my life have I kissed a woman or.giii a's I kissed 
you that night, as I kiss you now, You believe 
it ? " 

" I want to believe it." 

" It all went wrong between us. Fool that I was ! " 

" But it is coming right now, Harston never cared for 
me, only for his music. Nor I for him. Now that he has 
left me . , 

Again he loosened his aims about her. 

There are so many ways of love, and in all of them he 
loved her. And now he knew that she cared for him, he 
wanted to take care of her more perfectly. No one else 
could do it, for no one else understood her. If it were 
true that her husband had left her, a way out might be 
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fotind, a muddy way for slender feet, and one he could 
not easily see her treading. 

And her story had left his mind unconvinced. 

You have not had a word from him ? '' 

Only the message Mr, Graham brought me/* 

That he would come back . . /* 

She w^as hurt by his change of tone, almost more than hurt. 

He hardly knew how to go on. 

You hadnT had a row ? ** 

Not a word/* 

His speech siow^ed down, his mind seemed now to be 
keeping better pace with it, and took a strengthened leap 
towai'd the truth. 

I cai/t believe he has left you, not like this, not in 
this way. It*s incredible/* 

She could not follow the working of his mind ; she 
was wounded, silenced, thrown back upon herself, her 
confidence rejected, 

Wasn*t the new opera ready ? Didn^t he say they 
were to meet some one about it ? ** 

going to meet Stollmont in Genoa. 
But, of course, that was only an excuse/* 

If . . . if he had not gone with her, not in the 
you think, hut only about Ins opera ? You say that young 
fellow, Tommy Traddles, when he came for his things, 
said it was business/* He was speaking slowly, thinking 
and speaking at the same time. 

Gerald would say anything Harston told him.** 

She felt that he was trying to make excuses for Harston, 
imagined that, because he was no longer kissing her, his 
sympathy had ebbed; and she was, as always, quickly 
resentful. 

Waldo, so full of his love and care for her, never doubted 
that she understood. He said he had to think, and 
could do so better alone. She had had a disturbed night, 
looked pale and worn, she had better go upstairs and lie 
down, tod deny herself to visitors. He went away quite 
soon ; not kissing her again, nor even touching her hand, 
next day tod the next visitors came to that little 
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house in Circus Road, everyone came but Lord Lyssous, 
There came Peter Graham, full of concern at the baby's 
illness, extraordinarily tactful, and staying less than five 
minutes ; Oscar Des Voeux with his wife, full of chagrin, 
explanation and curiosity ; Lulu Marston, warm-hearted, 
quite incredulous, full of sympathy and quotations from 
Russell. 

'' Russell says I am not to let you stay alone here, 
thinking all sorts of absurd things. He is quite sure it 
is all a mistake. And Russell is never wrong. . He says 
you are to come to us on a long visit. Now, just go and 
put your things on. Pve got the motor. Youll feel 
as different as possible when you are up at Gloucester 
Terrace." 

Lulu had on the biggest hat Manuella had ever seen, 
with more ospreys, a veil that was neither on nor off, 
a dress of the fashion of the year after next, all the scents 
of the Levant. But her heart was even richer than her 
clothes* She caught the girl in her arms, kissed her 
cheeks, said not one word that could hurt her, but found 
all the right ones. If it had been Harston who was 
responsible for all Manuella's trouble, she might have gone 
with Lulu, been warmed by a rare friendship, made whole 
in the fine atmosphere she created. But it was not 
Harston and Alma Orilia, it was of Waldo and. his imagin 
ary defection, that her heart was full. 

For, after that time when he had held her in his arms, 
and said he would cherish her always, told her he had 
never kissed anyone else and never would, Waldo stayed 
away. That is to say, he came when other people, were 
there — came in, and went away again, saying only incon- 
sequent things ; he talked of going abroad as soon as Dr. 
Shorter pronounced baby out of danger, ignored all that 
had happened between them. 

Before the end of the week, like a flower after rain, 
her head was upraised, proud on the stalk of her neck, and 
she met him as if his kiss had never warmed her Ups nor 
her head drooped on his shoulder, as if she had never 
needed comforting, nor had comfort from him. 
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She went about her household duties. The hospital 
nurse wanted a great deal of attention ; there were long 
hours when she went out walking, recreated or slept, 
all according to the regulations oi the Institute, most 
religiously kept. Then Manuella took her place in the 
nursery. 

When Waldo would have spoken to her, and given her 
the result of his deep thinking, she was ensconced behind 
her defences, inaccessible. The day Dr. Shorter said 
he would come no more, because baby was no longer 
convalescent but well, was the day Waldo started for 
Rome. He knew he must confront Harston, if necessary 
Alma OriJia. This was not a case for lawyers, not yet, 
it needed delicate handling, clear explanation ; they must 
know where they all stood. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 

H e did not dream she would resent his going, never 
guessing his destination. He had made up his 
mind slowly, never thinking hers was not marciring 
with it. The telegram he sent her only said : “ Going 
abroad ; destination uncertain.” 

He had meanwliiie been making inquiries,; , using all the 
means at his disposal, locating >iiot Harstoh and Alma, 
but Stollmont. Genoa ? : Milan ? Naples ? Rome ? 

Nobody knew, save that the impresario had left America, 
and would be found at one or the other city. *’ When 
he read in the papers that StohmonCs first, production 
would be the new opera by the composer of The Chariot 
Queen, and that Alma Oriiia would create the title 
r 61 e, he knew liis quest was ended. 

To Manuella, the telegram was like a blow in the face. 
And she wanted to strike back. That is one explana- 
tion of what followed. The other is that the devil, 
always lurking for opportunity, could not let this one pass. 
Dr, Shorter paid his last visit. 

The child is really quite well. All you have to do is 
to keep him so. We’ve a trying winter in front of us ; 
he would really be safer in a warmer clii^aate. ...” 

Dr. Shorter did not stay for question or answer, he was 
always outrageously overworked. And all he could do 
here was done. 

Get him out of London if possible,” he said as he 
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shook hands with her, noting that she looked wan and 
unhappy, thinking the prescription would do for both 
of them, 

Peter Graham, coming in opportunely, heard that Dr, 
Shorter advised a warmer climate. To urge the Riviera 
scheme again upon her was therefore- clearly his duty. 
She became aware that, if Waldo was unreliable, and 
not there for her to lean upon, Mr. Graham’s kindness 
towards her had not flagged. 

Dr. Shorter was scaixely out of the house, certainly not 
back in Harley Street, before it was decided that the 
advice he had given should be taken. He had said nothing 
about the Rhdera, nor a long journey abroad ; but Peter 
Graham, and under his guidance, Manuella, took it for 
granted, Out of. London/^ could only be “ out of 
England ’’ ; “ a warmer climate ” implied the South. 
The villa was ready. 

Some misgiving Manuella may have felt about the 
long journey, for she went up to discuss it with the hospital 
nurse. At Peter Graham’s suggestion she sent the nurse 
down to him, that he might give her details. When she 
returned to the nursery the nurse said she had no 
doubt, no doubt at all, that it would be to the child’s 

It isn’t, of course, as if you were taking him alone, 
or with an inexperienced person. I shall wrap him up 
well for the journey, keep flannel or wool over his face, and 
shelter him from draughts,” 

The hospital nurse liked the idea of getting away from 
London in November, with the prospect of a long engage- 
ment ; she had never been on the Riviera, She and Peter 
played, perhaps unconsciously, perhaps not, into each 
other’s hands. All was to be hurry ; ,baby must be ” got 
away before the fogs came;” ” there was no reason for 


feelings, characteristic impulsiveness, 
iety for the child, were all worked 
rni made aU the arrangements, or 
He was indefatigable in helping, 
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accentuating her fears, scenting fog like a hound with a 
'hare« 

Once Manuella made up her mind that, if Waldo or 
Ears ton should come back leisurely they should not 
find her there waiting for them, she was all anxiety to be 
gone. But each day, secretly, owning it not even to her- 
self, she watched the post for a letter. And each day, 
when no letter came from Waldo, she felt his neglect 
more acutely. Her hands trembled with indignation 
when she thought of the words he had said to her, and 
at the remembrance of her own admissions her cheeks 
burned. Her breath was caught in her throat, and shame 
was as a living thing when she thought how she had 
thrown herself into his arms, asked him for comfort, 
almost offered herself to him. Now she had to show 
him she could think and act for herself. She could not 
sleep, she could not rest until she started, leaving no 
clue behind. 

Peter Graham’s villa presented itself to her as a refuge, 
a hiding-place from everybod3^ from ei’erything; from 
- pity and love and pain. 

She was as a young wounded animal, ^pnly wanting to 
hide. For Peter Graham she cared nothing. If he was 
unaware of it, that was because his vanity stood like a 
concrete thing between himself and his intelligence ; which 
at its best was but as a musician’s intelligence, of crotchet 
and quaver proportions and limited gradations. He 
had never failed with a woman, ergo, he never would. 
He would make her no protestations, no scene of passion 
in her husband’s house, in these inappropriate surround- 
ings. He would await his and her mood, spend tixne and 
a wealth of ingenuity in leading her into the mood and 
the surroundings. He was no hot youth, but a gourmet 
in love, all that was most sensitive in his jaded palate 
anticipated the end. There was- not a man living knew 
better than he how to overcome a woman’s virtue. 
To him Manuella’s virtue was the ultimate charm, so 
that it was .a yielding charm to him, to him only. And lie 
had no doubts. 
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There was not one of Manuella’s beauties that escaped 
him. He realized how well she was formed, the graceful 
line from hip to ankle, the small bust and slender arms, 
the dainty, delicate ears, the ivory skin with its warm 
underflush, easily provoked. He knew^ much more about 
her externally than Waldo did, although Waldo had been 
her fiance. But he knew less perhaps about her strength, 
or her courage, or her loyalty. 

Cook and the baby’s nurse were dismissed, the house 
dismantled and closed, the key left with the agent, and 
no address given. Manueila and the baby, with the 
hospital nurse, were on the way to Paris before Waldo 
had been gone a week on ins quest. 

Peter Graham sent his motor car to take them to 
Folkestone. The sea was calm, and already at Boulogne 
it seemed as if she had left half her troubles behind her. 
Travelling on the Continent was like renewing her youth. 
So much of it had. beexi passed abroad, she had been happy 
in continental schools; Tar happier than under Loatitia's 
surveiliknce. There came to her again that sense of 
esca^"' she had always had when out of reach of her step- 
mother’s cold and disapproving eyes. Then she had only 
been unhappy in leaving Bertie behind ; Bertie, whom 
she had always mothered. To-day she cuddled her baby 
in her arms, and there was no feeling that she had left 
behind her a fellow-prisoner in bondage. Every trouble 
was talven off her hands by the admirable courier Peter 
Graham’s forethought had provided. They were not 
travelling by the train de luxe, so she had not the dis- 
comforts of that overrated method to overcome. Peter 
told her that tlie man would pay for everything, and 
give her an account at tire end of the journey. She was 
only practical in strata, so to speak, and was quite 
content with the anangemexrt. Having stipulated for 
economy, she rested content that it was being considered. 

When she found herself in one of the garden suites 
at the she had no thought of extravagance to 

;]^ar ,her enjoyment of its luxurious quiet When, the 
. next day, she was ensconced in a reserved compartment 
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in the C6te d'Azur, she looked upon it as a happy 
coincidence that in a compartment for six people only- 
two should be travelling. At every stoppage tea or fruit 
was brought to her ; she was advised to leave the carriage 
and take a turn on the platform, or told, to retain her seat, 
as the case might "be. The courier was an excellent 
specimen of his class, and had been well-instructed. The 
nurse was equally competent, and the baby slept a gi'eat 
part of the day. 

At Mentone they found a swift car waiting for them ; 
there was no delay for luggage to be cleared. All possible 
fatigue of travelling had been spared her. 

They arrived at Mentone too late to see anything of 
the villa, but a simple supper was served to them by a 
deft Swiss who seemed to understand how little Manuella 
wanted but bed. 

Manuella's room was large, and, for a French bed- 
room, luxurious. There were French .. windows and a 
balcony, she could see that, and; hear the sctft murmur 
of the sea beneath it ; her unhappiness seemed tio float 
away on the sound. * 

She woke up after eight hours' dreamless sleep to^find 
the sun streaming into her room. From the open jalousies 
of the windows she saw the blue of the MediteiTanean. 
Then, getting out of bed, in her peignoir, her hair floating, 
she stepped on to the balcony. Beyond the lemon and 
orange trees lay brown rocks, blue sea, and streaks of 
clear green. 

The sun shone on the water. In the garden, although, 
it was November, yellow roses grew amid the palms 
and oleanders ; mimosa scented the air, and in the green 
of a great low camellia bush hundreds of buds showed 
pink and promising. But it was the sea that held her, 
the blue and tideless sea, embayed in the mountains. 
The sun dazzled her, and after she had taken in her 
surroundings, she stepped back into her room, to dress, 
to visit the baby, to ring for breakfast, to feel herself 
renewed, and more ready to face, the future than she had 
thought possible forty-eight hours earlier. 
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The next few days were days of rest, days when to rise 
each morning in the sunshine was almost enough for 
happiness. She had thought happiness was something 
that was over for her, but she found it again here, or such 
a simulacrum that she took heart, and thought it w’as 
real. 

The villa had a history. Built by an English noble- 
man, shared with a pale and wonderful %voman and 
her complaisant husband, it was called Homage de 
Soleil, but came quickly to be known as the ViUa 
Macqiiereau. 

Peter Graham bought the freehold for a song when the 
English nobleman married and the French artist was 
found asphyxiated with gas fumes. Although of ornate 
architecture and limited accommodation, there were 
some of the comforts of an English home, including three 
bath-rooms and a big music-room. The music-room had 
been a studio but was easily adapted. 

Peter, Graham kept ’two servants always there, a Swiss 
manservant and his wife, bringing with him, on his own 
visits,' what was necessary to complete the household 
for his comfort. Knowing the simplicity of Manuella’s 
tastes, he thought that, for the moment, the two would 
be sufficient for her. Ail his plans were carefully laid. 
She had spoken of expense, and he meant her to think 
she was living economically. 

For a few days she sat about on the balcony or in the 
garden, in the continual sunshine, playing with the baby, 
seeing gladly the brown come into his cheeks, and the blue 
deepen in his eyes, noticing his willing tongue commencing 
to articulate, proud of his eSorts to walk, although as yet 
they were but tentative. 

Naturally, she wrote and thanked Mr. Graham for all 
his kindness, asked for her accounts, praised his courier 
and his villa, told him how the baby had already gained 
weight and strength. 

She was neither surprised nor startled that his reply 
beaded " Hbtel , de Paris, Monte Carlo.!” She was 
rather, a Uttl? tired of being alone, glad of anything 
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that would prevent her thinking always of Waldo and 
wishiiig he were with hen 


I have come south , after all, I caught a bad cold the day 
you left and my doctor insisted. May I drive over this 
afternoon? I should so like to see how you are getting 
on,'' 


''Of course. How can you^ ask? You will find me at 
home at any time," 

When Peter came, she was on the veratidah in the^^^^ ^ 

long, cushioned lounge-chair; she had not expected him 
so early, and may even have been dozing. The idle, — 
sunny days conduced to somnolency. She sprang up:- 
hastiiy, but he had a swift vision of her sleeping there , 
and it mounted to his head a little. He was less calculated 
in his warmth, and his r's were more pronounced. 

“ But how well you are lookiiig 1 'This was true. 

How glad I am to see you here.’' 

** Here in my house” was what he meant although ha 
did not word it ; but she saw what was in his mind,/ and, 
perhaps for the first time, some slight misgiving touched 
her. That was why she began to express her thanks 
quickly. 

I have been well ever since I came here. So 
has the boy. It was so kind of you to lend me the 
villa, perhaps I oughtn’t to have accepted it. We are 
so comfortable, everything seems different. But if we 
inconvenience you here ? Why should you have to be at 
an hotel ? ” The question rushed out as soon as it pre- 
sented itself to her. 

I Peter had no difficulty in reassuring her. He said 

I hastily that he never used the villa when he was ‘‘ aloiie 

in Monte Carlo,” The relative truth of this made him , 
smile. , • 

'' They are used to me at the ' Paris,’ ” 

He spoke of the good food at the hotel, and the sub- 
terranean passage to the Casino and the Sporting Club* 
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It was tsnnecessary to tell her that he avoided the one 
and was rarely at the other. The Monte Carlo of news- 
papers and novelists had no attraction for Peter Graham. 
He did not care to gamble in the fcetid air of the over- 
crowded rooms amid the Germans whose giittnral accents, 
hideous clothes, and worse manners jan*ed his sensi- 
bilities. If he wanted to gamble, although gambling was 
not among his foibles, Nice suited Mm better. 

Until he bought the villa he had sometimes spent a 
month or six weeks at Nice or Cannes. After he bought 
the villa he generally arranged his winter accordingly. 
He had never lived there alone. This winter he wanted 
Manuella to play hostess to him ; he had never wanted 
anything so much in his life. He knew it whilst he was 
expressing his satisfaction with the Hotel de Paris, At 
the Paris '' there were German officers with slashed, 

' spoiled faces, women whose profession was written on 
their expensive clothes, illustrated in their flashing' 
^ jewelleryf tiolom--printed in their many-scentednesses and 
easiness of approach. Manuella Migotti, in her white 
dtess, here, in this quiet hidden pleasaunce, was infinitely 
more to his taste. He asked her if she would give him 
luncheon and all the afternoon he lingered with her in 
that garden by the sea. 

.. The first day was one of many. He proceeded to his 
objective very slowly ; there seemed no occasion for hurry. 
Her address was unknown and she would have no letters. 
There came no other visitors. -No one knew where she 
was hiding from gossip and the ignominy s/ being a 
deserted wife. He did not go into details even to him- 
self. It was enough that she was here, and so was he. 
Always she was grateful to him, glad that he should 
come, greeting him without guile. By subtle indefinite 
hints and innuendoes, by an attitude of solicitous and 
^ , ' sympathetic wonderment that such a state of affairs 
^ ; should come about, he kept before her the remembrance 
- that her husband had deserted her, and that she was alone 

he sat with her on the verandah, lounged with 
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her in the garden. But, before many days had gone by, 
he ventured to suggest that, since she was here, it was a 
pity she should not see some of the beauties of the 
Riviera. 

I am very happy where I am, I don't want to go out/" 
She was difficult to persuade, but that made the task 
better worth accomplishing. It appeared he had his 
motor with him, and that, up to now, he had only 
gone from the H6tel de Paris to the villa and back 
again. 

I want you to go up La Turbie. If you would rather 
go by yourself, I shall be quite satisfied to remain here 
until you come-back and tell me what you think of the 
view. I don’t want to be in your way, but really I think 
you should go out sometimes and see what there is to be 
seen.” 

She went at his persuasion to La Turbie, lunching with 
him at the hotel that hangs half-way* up the. mountain, 
going on afterwards to see the golf links laid toiid the 
snow. It was thoroughly enjoyable. He said nothing 
to startle or alarm her, and when he suggested the next 
excursion to the Reserve at Beaulieu, she accepted at once. 
There they lunched on the balcony, looked down on the 
brown rocks, where the sea, patchily brown or blue, 
reflected now the rocks and now the sky. 

It was, indeed, only the first step that counted, and 
quite soon these excursions were of daily occurrence. Daily 
the motor came up to the villa at twelve or at four. 
Peter Graham knew exactly what he was doing, and that 
everybody was seeing them together. They went to 
Cap Martin and to Nice, and even as far as Cannes, up 
the Corniche Road or the Esterel, to afternoon concerts 
in the Casino, once in the evening to the opera. 

To Manuella these were just so many hours in which 
she had i^espite from her thoughts, from her ache in hearing 
no word from Waldo. She did not know where he was ; 
that he was in- like case with regard to herself never 
occurred to her. He had not asked her to write, he had 
gone away without a word. 
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Presently it became part of Peter’s method to tell her 
that the noise of the hotel, the sound of the tramcars 
outside, were getting on his nerves, depriving him of 
sleep, to hint that there was room for him as well as her 
at the villa. 

. Nurse would be a sufficient chaperone,'' he said once, 
half in jest, ‘‘ always presuming we were conventional 
people needing a chaperon. I suppose if your husband 
were here he would treat me as if I were Gerald Streatfield, 
and keep me to play with him of an evening. ...” 

When he spoke of music now he spoke of himself as 
an artist, not as an amateur. Professional musicians, 
like actors and actresses, have, of course, exceptional 
social latitudes. He, too, it appeared, and he had 
no doubt Manuelia agreed with him, despised con- 
vention. 

Of course, I know you are above such things ...” 
Why "hot stay at the villa ? There are 

subtleMes of method difficult to combat, and Peter Graham 
was master of them all He said he understood women, 
and, indeed, there were many of whom it was true. 
This one was impulsive;* emotional, not without tempera- 
ment, but ignorant, innocent beyond anything he had 
met. He learnt ail that, although he had only suspected 
it before he brought her here. He knew now that he 
mubt find her in the mood, wait and watch. 

He was walking so delicately, by such wary imper- 
ceptible steps, it was natural she should not see where he 
was leading her. It was not within her understanding 
or knowledge of the world to perceive that she was being 
compromised,” intentionally compromised. She was 
bitterly hurt by W^aldo's absence, Waldo's silence ; 
resentful, too, of her husband's desertion. She was of a 
generous nature, yet could not but remember how much 
she had given, and for how little it had counted. Both of 
them had left her, Waldo and HaivSton, that much was 
sure. She was sore and wounded, unreasonable, perhaps, 
very- young. ' 

^ Let me teB my man he may move my things over. 




^6^4 -’C '’S' » WW' j./''-'-’" 




CONCERT PITCH 323 

You are not pretending to be conventional, are you? 
You don't think Harston would rriind, do you ? 

“ I know he doesn't care," was her hasty reply. 

People come to the hotel at all hours of the night ; 
it is so terribly noisy. I get no sleep," He coughed a 
little, complained of his throat. 





CHAPTER XXIX 


T ORD LYSSONvS meanwhile was proving himself but 
JL^ an indifferent detective, and, when he had found 
what he sought, an even worse negotiator. He 
journeyed from Genoa to Naples and then back again 
to Milan, on the strength of unreliable information He 
was ten days away from London before he got to Rome, 
where, it seemed, not only Migotti and Alma Orilia, but 
Stolimont himself had been all the time. No grass was 
growing under their feet, certainly. Stolimont had secured 
the Costanzi for the season, and was already announcing 
II Traditore for his first production. What series of cir- 
cumstances had led up to this decision Lord Lyssons did 
not ask ; it was no part of his objective. 

When at length he heard of Alma Orilia in a luxu- 
riously furnished fiat near the theatre he seemed little 
farther in his quest for Harston Migotti ; certainly they 
were not together. But at the theatre there was no 
difficulty in obtaining the musician's address ,* the theatre 
was billed with the announcement of the forthcoming 
production of : 

II Traditore, by Harston Migotti.'’ 

Waldo telegraphed to Manuella without further delay : 

Obviously a mistake. Not together.*' 

He sent the telegram to Circus Road, but Manuella 
' ■ 3^4 
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never received it. She had left for Peter Graham’s villa 
on the Riviera before it arrived. 

Migotti was in Rome and at the Hdtel Marini, but it 
seemed he was never at home. Anyway, Waldo was 
engaged nearly a week in securing an interview, and he 
did not succeed even then without great difficulty. 

“ Ah, yes ! You called yesterday, and the day before. 
But I am so much occupied, from morning until night 
I am occupied.” 

Harston was polite, incurious as to the object of Lord 
Lyssons’ call, obviously impatient of interruption. 

” My hands are so full There is nothing like sufficient 
time for rehearsals.” The light of genius was in his 
eyes ; his hair was longer than ever and excessively 
rumpled. 

They were in the bare salon d'attmte of the small third- 
class hotel Harston had come to his visitor here, holding 
the card in his hand. 

I am not seeing people at all But they told me you 
had been again, and yet again. What is it you have 
to say to me ? I have but a minute, Madame Orilia is 
calling for me. ...” 

Waldo took his eye-glass out ; he felt embarrassed, and 
knew that what he had come to say was impossible to put 
into words. 

'' I come from London.” 

'' From London ? ” 

'' Where I saw your wife.” The light of genius dulled 
a little. Waldo thought he flushed. 

'' She is well ? Manuella is well ? ” 

” Quite. But the child has been very ill” 

Harston was ready to tear his wild hair, weep, make a 
scene. 

You have come to tell me that my son is dead ! ” 

‘‘ No ! No ! He has made a complete recovery.” 

But you have not come all this way to tell me 
that ? ”, He was taken aback, puzzled. 

” Not exactly.” Waldo put his glass back. ” Not 
exactly.” Harston became more impatient. 
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“ The child, for the moment, is well ... for the 
moment. But the attack may recur. The doctor said 
to your wife : ‘ You had better send for your husband.’ 
So I came,” this strange ambassador finished lamely. 

“ I have had no letter, nor telegram,” Harston said 
shortly. Now there was a gleam of understanding or 
doubt, but there was still the attitude of impatience. 

" I was coming this way,” Waldo continued, as if 
from London to Rome were less than a step. 

His eyes wore quite steady, but the other's were flicker- 
ing and uncertain. In an altered tone Harston said now : 

” Did she send me any other message ? ” 

” No, not exactly a message.” They began to under- 
stand each other. “You see, she did not know I was 
coming. Would you care to hear what she said to the 
doctor ? ” 

” What did she say to the doctor ? ” 

"She said,, in ' ^ect : 'My husband has gone away 
with Madame Alma Orilia, and has not left me his ' 
address.” 

Harston’s face grew very pale, and the light in his 
eyes went out suddenly, as if it had been turned off at 
the. main.- 

“ She said that ? " 

“ In effect.” 

" It is a lie ! ” 

" I thought it might be a lie.” 

" Who told her that ? ” 

“ It appears to be no secret. Madame Orilia’s brother 
and sister-in-law, and many of your friends, have been 
to Circus Road to sjunpathize witli her.” 

" It is a lie,” he said again. And then suddenly he 
was irresolute. 

“Of course I left London with Alma Orilia,” he 
shouted. " What of that ? What of that ? ” 

“That is the question,” repeated Lord Lyssons easily. 
He saw the change in the ma,n’s face. "Do you mind 
if I light a cigarette ? It is atlowed here ? Yes, that 
' IS the question," 
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“ What have you to do with it ? ” Harston asked 
abruptly, rudely* 

But Waldo was prepared for that inquiry. 

I am representing your wife's brother, who, with her 
father and mother, is in South Africa.” He spoke quite 
steadily, and as if it were natural that he should represent 
her people. 

If Harston Migotti's conscience had been clear lie might 
have answered differently ; as it was he said angrily : 

“We came to meet Stollmont. Alma will sing the 
title r61e in II TradUoreJI 

The door was flung open, and Alma Orilia, superbly 
ugly in her dark furs and ill-temper, broke impatiently 
upon their colloquy : 

“ I have been waiting ten minutes, twenty minutes^ 
half an hour. . . 

She stopped short on seeing he was not alone. 

“ This is Lord Lyssons. ...” 

She made a sullen acknowledgment of the introduction. 
Waldo said politely that he was sorry he was the cause 
of her having been kept waiting. He was interested to 
see whether Migotti would explain his presence there 
and state the object of his visit. 

“He has come from England, from, my wife.” 
Harston said with embarrassment, with an effort. Her 
brow grew black : 

“ You know Stollmont is coming at three. We shall 
hardly have time to get through lunch.” She ignored 
what he said. Then she laughed, and returned to it. 
“ Your wife has, perhaps, sent for you to return. She 
does not want I shall create the r61e of Queen Cartis- 
mandua ? ” She looked at Lord Lyssons, and Waldo 
answered gravely : 

“ I believe Madame Migotti is most grateful to you for 
that.” 

“ The child has been ill,” Harston interposed. 

She looked from one to the other of the men. 

“ You will go back ? You will abandon the pro- 
duction ? ” 
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It could go on without me ? 

Or me ? 

You don’t mean it ! ” 

She shrugged her shoulders, but there was battle in her- 
eyes. 

My friend, if yon go, if you go . , she made a 
dramatic gesture with her hands, it is finished. It is 
I who have persuaded Stollmont ; he does not believe at 
all in your opera, nobody here believes in it. Go back 
to your wife, or to nurse your baby, or what you 
like. But if you go, the opera goes ; I shall not stay ; 
your opportunity goes ...” She went toward the 
dqor. 

” You see . . Harston said. “ You see ... I have 
no choice.” 

But what Lord Lj’^sons saw w^as different. She showed 
him by her rage that she was not sure of Migotti’s 
allegiance, that she doubted her hold on him. 

He followed them leisurely, and was in time to note 
that she was leaning forward in the carriage, talking 
passionately and quickly, that Migotti still appeared 
irresolute, and as if he were defending himself. 

They passed him again later on, seated side by side. 
Now she had a proprietorial air, and it was as if Harston 
Migotti was a captive in her chariot. 

Waldo had a restless clay, a wakeful night. The posi- 
tion was quite clear to him, not what he had hoped to 
find, although he hardly knew for what he had hoped. 
He was sufficiently conversant with the divorce laws of 
England to know that one stepped into them as into a 
morass ; the parties must walk gingerly together if they 
would skirt it. Harston Migotti was not a man in the 
throes of a passion, who would do anything, that he might 
indulge it. He was only a composer who wished his 
music sung perfectly. 

Harston Migotti came to him in the morning, and 
showed Minself still irresolute, irresolutely explanatory. 

'' I have written to Manuella. She knows how im- 
portant this production is to me*. ... I have told her 
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she must not be jealous. You will see her, you will tell 
hex', you will explain ? ” 

Waldo asked him what it was he wished explained. 

“ Is it your relations with Madame Orilia ? If so, give 
me my brief, tell me what I am to say.^' 

But Harston found it difficult of explanation. It 
appeared he could not do without Alma Orilia,— not now, 
at least, although he could have done without the scenes 
she made for him. He had not the delicacy to conceal 
that there was only one w^ay to keep Alma Orilia in his 
service, 

“It is impossible to explain to Manuella. I don't 
know what you will say to her. She has sent you to me, 
to tell me that I must come back, that now, now at this 
minute, I must give up Alma. But no one else can sing 
my music as she can sing it, . . 

Waldo, unlike himself from the effect of his bad night, 
forgot it was a genius to whom he was talking, something 
between a child and a man, not wholly responsible, and 
answered impulsively : 

“ She did not send me at all ; I came entirely on my 
own responsibility. I am her friend, her brother’s 
friend."’ He struggled for his calm, and the right phrase. 
“ She is alone, and Imows you are with Alma Orilia. She 
need not remain alone. You take that in, don’t you? 
There is another man. ...” 

He was speaking of himself, under great emotion. But 
Harston misread him. 

“ There is a man who wants the place you have aban- 
doned — :the place by her side, the right to cherish her, 
give her back happiness, let her youth flower. But 
only if he can take it honestly, without hurting her or 
her honour. ...” 

‘\You are telling me this ? ” 

“ This man loves her, not selfishly. . . 

“ My wife 7 My Manuella ? ” 

“ With his whole heart. He will not see her neglected, 
deserted, put aside for the convenience or gratification of 
this — this other woman,” He could not go on. 
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Harston repeated stupidly : 

‘'My little Mmuella I My wife of the hearth I But 
no ! it is not possible 1 '' And then with a sudden 
enlightenment : 

" I know of whom you are telling me, Alma has already 
told me. It is Mr. Graham, Mr. Peter Graham. You have 
seen them together? I understand, I understand now 
quite weE why 3 ?‘ou have come 1 But it is not true, it is 
not possible. My wife loves me ; she would not do such 
a thing. What must I say or do ? I am quite dis- 
tracted. I shall send for her to come to me, I shall tell 
her everything, . . 

Waldo could not bring himself to say that it was not 
of Peter Graham that he had spoken. Harston behaved 
like a lunatic, a woman, or a musician. He wrung his 
hands and cried, he said it was impossible and incredible, 
and so wiclced'.thqLj.:he would not believe it* Mr. Peter 
, Graham was^is friend, and Manuella was his wife, and they 
would not spoil his opem, 

Wa30o had to calm Mm presently, and to say that 
nothing had happened," he was quite sure nothing had 
happened ; he merely warned him. It took quite a long 
time td' restore the young composer's calm and reassure 
him. sickened over the task, for it showed him 

a sterner ond* In incoherent phrases, confessions, Harston 
let fall the admission that she had cause of complaint. 

'' But I have not left her, nor thought of leaving her, 
or my son— my son, to whom I dedicated the Beroetise, 

; who will be to me as Siegfried Wagner. Tell me what I 
must do ? But I cannot go, I cannot go away, until my 
opera is produced. . . 

He had no intention of behaving badly to Manuella. 
The man was half-hearted in his infidelity, if it were an 
infidelity, and not merely an artistic aberration. In a 
burst of reluctant confidence he revealed himself more 
clearly. 

one else can sing my music as she sings it. If 
she knows that Manuella comes she will be upset, she 
^11 make scenes, her voice will suffer. She wishes that 
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we shall be alone until after the opera is produced. 
Manuella disturbs, distresses her/' 

Nevertheless, in the end, but not until further days 
had sped, and Lord Lyssons' imsolution almost rivalled 
Harston's, Alma Orilia herself decided that Mannella 
must be sent for, must come to Rome. For only a week 
before the production Giovanni Orilia telegraphed to his 
wife that he intended to be present ! She knew enough 
of Giovanni to realize what that meant. He had heard 
something . . . that he had heard all, and more than all, 
was also possible. Only three days ago she had dismissed 
her maid, having quarrelled with her. Alma Orilia knew 
and feared her husband's temper. 

You had better send for your jealous wife since my 
jealous husband is coming, unexpectedly/' she said sud- 
denly. He \rill see you are together, and that it is not 
with me you are here. One must circumspect/' 
Impelled by that new desire of hers to be' . Circumspect, 
Harston came again to Waldo. : 

'' I shall telegraph her to coxrie to me ; yon agfee that 
is best ? She wiU know then that I have not desert^id her, 
that it is only my opera," * . 

Waldo had no choice but to agree. It was clear that, 
whatever had happened or was happening, /Manuella was 
not to be free. He saw clearly that if were so, it 
were better that she should be here. There would be the 
need of a great ^ving and forgiving, but she had told Mm 
that in all her married life, when she gave most her heart 
had the greater ease. She was generous and just, above 
all things, loyal. When she saw, as he saw, that her 
husband had need of her, being unfit to stand alone, 
and that Alma Orilia had not courage of her crime, she 
would come. Alma's fear of Giovanni Orilia would make 
Manuella contemptuous, but not cruel. 

As for himself, there was nothing to do but stand 
aside, go on for ever standing aside. It was to be the 
straight and narrow path for both of them. He thought 
he could trust himself to walk by her side in it ; at least 
a little way, until her own feet were firm. 
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Lord Lyssons sent the telegram in Harston’s name, 
begging her to join him in Rome, saying that nothing 
she had heard was true ; she was to come to him at once. 
He offered to find rooms for her, meet her. Harston had 
not a moment to spare. 

And, after all, at the Hdtel Marini I am uncomfortable, 
not well placed. I have often indigestion. You will 
tell her that, v/hen you meet her, and that I ha%’’e missed 
her, . . 


v. 
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CHAPTER XXX 


T he telegram was sent off, and Waldo awaited the 
result* He would not leave Rome until she came. 
She would face her life bravely, of that he w^as assiired ; 
and he would stay beside her until she knew^ all that she 
had to face, helping her if she needed -help. 

But one day passed, two days, fhree days, and there 
came neither reply, nor Manuella, It is impossible to 
deny that Lord. Lyssons was more disturbed than Harston 
Migotti. Five and even six hours' rehearsals took from 
the latter the necessary capacity for excitement. They 
left him mentally exhausted ; he ignored the passing days 
and that he ought to have had an answer from his wife. 
On Wednesday, Waldo met him coming home from one of 
these rehearsals, and asked him casually : 

Have you had a wire ? ” 

The same question on Thursday made Hai'ston brush 
his hand across his forehead in an attempt to remember 
from whom he expected a wire; but he was quite sure 
he had not had one from his wife. 

She is most probably on her way," he said comfort- 
ably. He was glad of the delay ; nothing more had been 
heard from Giovanni Orilia, and Alma was more exacting 
than ever. 

Lord Lyssons haunted the station, met every possible 
and impossible train. It was nearly a week before his 
uneasiness overwhelmed Mm. That day, for some reason, 
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there was no early rehearsal, and he found Migotti at 
his hotel. He made no secret of his perturbation : 

" She has not come, nor wired ? But she must have 
got both our wires on Tuesday evening t ” 

He had not previously told Migotti that he, too, had 
wired ; but the information seemed to make no impression, 
“ Something must be the matter ; the baby worse, per- 
haps, or Manuella herself ill ? " 

He did not succeed in communicating his own uneasi- 
ness to the composer. Harston did not, as Waldo almost 
expected, suggest taking the first train to England to find 
out for himself what had occurred ; nor did he propose 
that Lord Lyssons should do so. He answered reassur- 
ingly that he was sure Gerald Streatfield would hhve let 
him know if there had been anything wong, and, vaguely, 
that perhaps Manuella thought it better not to come to 
Rome. He seemed^in a hurry to get away, although 
there was mb rehearsal. Just as Waldo was leaving he 
said, masivertentiy, and aS if it had nothing to do with the 
subject-; " ' ■ 

‘‘ Vbn know that Mr. &almm, of whom you spoke to 
me, is not in England at all; he is on the Riviera — ^at 
Nice (X Monte Carlo.” 

He did not seem. in. the least to resent Lord Lyssons’ 
anxiety, MiMshed only to relieve it. 

But Waldcf w'hen he came aw^ay did not find himself 
relieved; Ms anxiety was, in fact, acute, and hourly 
gathering momentum. He thought he had acted for the 
best in coming out here. Now he was full of doubts. 
She might be ill, or the baby worse. He sent a " reply 
paid” wire to Dr. Shorter when he could bear it no 
longer. Whilst he was waiting for the answer he saw 
Madame Orilia. This -was at her own request, Harston 
had told her of Lord Lyssons’ anxiety, and she was 
curious to know the som-ce of his interest, curious alto- 
gether about his presence in Rome. She was undoubtedly 
in fear of her husband, and the wild idea assailed her 
that it was on Ms behalf tMs English milord was here. 
Once she, had thought she could disregard Giovanni as 
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long as baccarat was played at so many clubs in Paris, 
trente~et“*quarante in Palermo, San Sebastian, or Monte 
Carlo, roulette in San Remo and other Italian health 
resorts. But she knew better now. If this Lord Lyssons, 
who was making himself troublesome to Migotti, wlio was 
so curious, and persistent in remaining in Rome, was a 
friend of Giovanni's, it was better she should see him, 
know where she stood. 

She was all graciousness at the beginning of the inter- 
view. The big, untidy characteristically-Italian flat, 
full of bizarre ornaments, generically called art nouveau, 
angular in contour, crude in colour, without any mystery 
but the mystery of wonder as to why they had been 
brought there, without beauty or utility, formed appro- 
priate background for the superb ugliness of the popular 
singer. The Erard grand piano was littered with music, 
and the singer seemed littered with ••-olpttes — clothes of 
bright colours, loosely hung about her/ whileTte Jewellery 
she wore was incongruous. She had evidently iha# her 
toilette for him. She talked ,mth amazing freedom of 
the opera and its chances, and was obviously on the’^most 
familiar terms with Migotti, directing him to do this or* 
that, fetch her cigarettes or the hand-bag out of .the bed- 
room, calling him Migotti without prefix, maldng a 
certain intimacy obvious. She , seemed ‘-to ..feuht their 
relations ; but uneasily, watchfully. Walda. had not the 
clue to her conduct, and was puzzled by it. At the end 
she said : 

'' You will be seeing my husband ? You will tell him 
we have met ? '' 

He could only disavow any acquaintance with Signor 
Orilia. 

Alma smiled and shrugged and disbelieved him, which 
helped to enlighten him. But, by now, he had little 
interest in her, or in Harston's relations with her. He 
was living between the telegi'aph office and the station. 
He counted up the days, and found it incredible that for 
over three weeks he had been without news of Manuella 
or the child. 
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Dr- Shorter’s answer, when at length it came, was not 
of a nature to relieve Mm. 

" House shut up. Key with agent. No address.” 

She had left home and she was not here ! What did 
it mean ? He wired again. 

" When did she leave ? ” 

It might be she was on her way here, travelling slowly. 
She might have met with an accident. When he knew 
she had left London tliree days after he saw her for the 
last time, every hour brought new fears. She might 
have gone to seaside or country, the child having perhaps 
been taken ill again. She did not know his whereabouts, 
and could not send for him as she had done last 
time. A wild thought that she might have gone out to 
South Africa shot across his mind, only to be dismissed. 
She would never have gone to Loetitia, He had to find 
her. Alma Orilia was a dangerous woman, and her hold 
on Migptti was not to be ignored. All Rome w'as talking 
now, as all London had tMked a few weeks ago. There 
was no time to be lost. 

To go back to England, and make Ms own inquiries, 
was Ms obvious course. Migotti stiE could not be brought 
to seq any cause for alarm. 

'* It is for the cMld's convalescence she has gone ; to 
the English seaside, to the Isle of Wight, or to Torquay. 
We will hear soon ; it will be all right." 

He said he must not allow himself to be agitated or 
uneasy. The moment was too important, too vital. 
They were within ten days of the production. The King 
and Queen of Italy were to grace the first performance 
with their presence. 

" After that, after that, I will search with you.” 

It was obvious that Manuella came second to the opera. 
But with Waldo she was, and would always be, first. 

He took that wasted journey, back to England, only 
to find no news at the agent's, and no clue at the cottage. 

Instinct, impulse, led Mm eventually to the quarry. 
But ManueUa had been three weefe on the Riviera before 
this happened, three weeks in Peter Graham’s villa by 
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the sea* When once Waldo knew Maiiuella was on the 
Riviera; the rest was coinparativeiy easy. Peter Graham 
could not be incognito at the Hdtel de Paris at Monte 
Carlo, 

The day Lord Lyssons heard at Smith’s Bank that 
Mr. Graham was at the Plotel de Paris was the very 
day Peter Graham left it for the villa. Pie had argued 
Manuella into the state of mind in which she saw the un- 
fairness of keeping him out of his own house. She had 
meant to pay him rent for it, but this was apparently not 
yet due. It was his own house. He complained of 
sleeplessness and of the hotel being noisy. And it was 
true he looked pale, pale and nervous she would have 
said, although nervousness hardly expressed it. 

Already he spent all his days at the villa, in the garden, 
or driving out with her. She was sorry about his' 
insomnia. He had been very kind to her, over- 
whelmingly kind, when every other friend she had was 
away or indifferent. 

Why should she keep liim out of his own house ? She 
talked it over with nurse, and nurse saw no valid reason. 
As for the Swiss servants, they openly deplored that he 
was not there. 

His valet packed his things, and brought them over, 
staying to arrange them in liis rooms. Peter arrived 
in time for lunch. During lunch, served, on the 
verandah in wonderful sunshine and warmth, he said 
more than once how glad he was he had not to go back 
to the hotel, and that he was sure the quiet would restore 
his nerves. He looked or hinted other things ; and already 
Manuella was uncomfortable, doubting her own wisdom. 
However subtle the attack, the necessity of repelling it 
was vaguely in her mind. He made no secret of his 
pleasure in her society, spoke of the charm of this intimate 
menage, let fall a word, not unguarded, quite calculated 
in fact, of what, people might say if they knew, 

'' But we are Bohemians, we can please ourselves. 
And this pleases me so much.” 

Until then she had not thought rif what people might 
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say. She was already alarmed and startled before lunch 
was over, already looking this way and that for escape 
from the position into which her impulsiveness or impru- 
dence had landed her, and yet ashamed to admit her 
uneasiness. Having deliberately aroused her, he set to 
work no less deliberately to reassure her. The whole 
position pleased him. She would be hopelessly coni 
promised, become depressed, and need tenderness, consola- 
tion, He had an immense belief in himself, and his 
power of consoling a young woman in such a situation. 
She was emotional, passionate, impulsive, easily moved. 
It was pity made her assent to his coming here. She 
should pity him more. He knew just the scene he 
would make for her \vhen she found she had estranged 
the world. He would be equally or more distressed. In 
anticipation he tasted on his, palate these har$ d'wuvres 
to the feast of love:. It might be tlmee days, it might be 
a week, be lore the feast ’was spread. He did not care any 
longer that she did not love him, although he knew it ; 
although he -knew, too, that she might come to hate him. 
But -she could not escape, slie would be a wild thing 
snared ; whatever her struggles, he had the strength and 
subtlety to meet them. i’Ali through that lunch he felt 
the little flushes of Ins coming victory, sensing its delight. 
Of course she would struggle, her uneasiness now was the 
shadow of it. None of ixer fluctuating colour or spirits 
escaped him, he played on them. This was the first day 
of their life together. 

'' You ran away with Migotti, didn't you ? " he asked 
her, apparently inadvertently. He liked to make her 
flush. He was sure of her now ; sure as a man is that 
he has caught a bird when the bird is fluttering in his 
hand. He could be cruel, this Peter Graham ; he liked, 
when lie caught a bird, to let the tender thing flutter in 
his hand, to feel the beat of its wild heait. 

We must drink champagne to-day, our first day 
together/' was another of the things he said. And she 
drank champagne to reassure herself, because she was 
uneasy, or uncomfortable^ and felt she was to blame. 
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She tried to persuade herself there was no foundation for 
thinldng Mr. Graham’s manner had altered, and that it 
was just as it had always been. She drank wine to steady 
the unevenness of her pulses. Notliing had happened, 
nothing had altered ; her imagination was playing tricks 
with her. After lunch she would go upstairs, go into the 
nursery, play with baby, talk to nui:se. There was nothing 
of which to be frightened, no reason wh}^ her heart should 
be beating unevenly. 

Peter made no effort to detain her ; he was in no hurry. 
He went to the piano when she left him, and began to play 
softly ; the whole atmosphere of this adventure was 
delightful to him. There would be no scandal ; none of 
them would wish it. Her husband was in Rome with 
Alma Orilia ; he could not have expected her to remain 
by herself in London. Peter did not look very far into 
the future. There is always a way out of such an adven- 
ture for a rich man. Alma would look after Migotti. 

Of course he was staiTied when Lord Lyssons’ card 
was brought to liim, walcened rudely from a pleasant- dream. 
He ceased playing abruptly : . 

'' You told him I was not here ? Surely you had the 
sense to say I was not here ? ” 

He did not ask. He only said, ' Tell Mr. Graham I 
wish to see him 1 ’ ” 

But there was no time for the man to tell his master, 
what Lord Lyssons had said, or what, arguments he had 
used to ensure his message being delivered, for Waldo 
was already in the room, 

Peter rose quickly from the piano ; he became imme- 
diately .master of himself. There were a thousand things 
Lord Lyssons might have to say to him, none of 
them bearing on Manuella. He prided himself on his 
manners. 

I am very glad to see you ; I had no idea you were 
out here. But everyone comes out here sooner or later. 
What shall I tell the man to bring you— whisky and soda 
— ^lemon ? We have only just finished lunch,” 

We ? ” 
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I^rd Lyssons was in no humour for feinting ; he started 
the attack at once, 

Peter smiled and shrugged : 

I am afraid I must admit the conclusion ; it is 
Monte Carlo, you know.” 

If they were fencing, Peter Graham had got in the first 
hit. But it was a mere touch, a prick. Waldo came for 
news of Manuella. Was he hearing she was here ? It was 
impossible, incredible. 

Sit down, won’t you? ’’ said Peter pleasantly, fami^ 
Iiarlv. 

He knew ail at once, quite definitely, and without 
doubt, that it was about Manuella Lord Lyssons had 
come. And that he had a rival in him. He had to take 
his line quickty. There are circumstances under wdiicli 
any man must retire. 

I am at least alone- for the moment. My ... ” he 
hesitated for half a second, but smiled as he found the 
right word, chdlelmne has gone upstairs to lie down. 
We take tilings easily here, dolce far nieuLe, you know. 
But I daresay you have been through it yourself.” 
What ha implied was unmistakable, ” Why are you 
standing ? ” 

His manner said : 

“ I welcome you to my home, but do not be indiscxeet, 
yet there is no secret about my little establishment here.” 

Waldo, not sitting down, nor coming further into the 
room, asked abruptly : 

” Who is with you here ? ” 

” My dear fellow 1 ” Peter expostulated, smiling again. 
” You cannot expect me to tell you,” was suggested by his 
manner. What he actually said was nothing to what he 
implied. 

” A very charming young lady, believe me. We Imve 
been here nearly a month. Have you only just 
arrived ? ” 

I want an answer. Is Manuella Migotti here ? ” 

** I am sorry, very sorry . . . you force me to it . . * 
I cannot answer your question. Why should I ? Migotti 
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is in Rome with Alma Orilia. By whose authority do you 
ask ? ” 

I will show you my authority in a moment, I only 
want to know if Manuella is here ? 

And if I say yes — if. I say that Madame Migotti has 
done me the honour to accept my protection ? 

I should reply that you are a liar/' 

Peter smiled, shmgged. 

“ As you please. You would perhaps prefer she had 
been with you ; I understand she had her choice.'’ It was 
a shot in the dark, but reached home. 

How the scene would have ended is difiicnit to say. 
What the man was telling him with easy smile and those 
shrugged shoulders was impossible to believe. Yet it 
was certain she w^as here, had left no address, covered her 
traces 1 He knew her wild impulsiveness, 

I am certain you are lying," he said slowly. He could 
not lose faith in her so easily. 

And then there was a swift vision, and a cry : 

“ Waldo 1 Waldo I Yon here, Waldo ! " 

The instant he saw her at the door doubt fled^ lie 
always affirms he never had a doubt. Her face was alight 
with pleasure at the unexpected sight of him, sound of 
his voice. 

How wonderful you should be here 1 
Isn't it ? Such an out-of-the-way place 1 " 

The lightness of his tone was his protection against 
himself ; his heart was beating quickly and heavily. He 
had to hold himself in hand. 

Her laugh was as fresh as wffien she was a girl 
'' I don't mean that. But how did you find me out, 
how did you know I was here ? " 

It was meant to be a secret, then ? " 

You never left me your address. I did not know 
where you had gone ... or why." 

She was so glad to see him, so unfeignedly, genuinely 
glad to see him, that he could not maintain his cynic tone. 
In a moment she had forgotten all her harsh thoughts of 
him, his unkindness, his neglect, that he had left her 
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alone. All she remembered was that he was here ; her 
quick change of mood was to one of great tliankMness. 
She felt that about which she did not reason. She had 
been imprudent in coming, impulsive in acceding to 
Mr. Graham's wish to live at the villa . . . but it was all 
right now, everything was all right. For Waldo had 
come. 

She forgot her host, unsmiJing now, pale, leaning up 
against the mantelpiece. 

Waldo did not forget him, and Peter would not let him- 
self be forgotten. He blundered, made the first sexious 
blunder of his life. He tried to bluff the position. 

I told Lord Lyssons your being here was a secret, that 
you had been good enough to accept my protection, ..." 

Before Manuella had time to say how good he had 
been to her, and that is what he anticipated and what 
she would inevitably and gratefully have said, Waldo 
knocked him down— knocked him down before her 
astonished and horrified .eyes. 

Peter made no defence, -tlxere was no time for it. His 
head struck the fender in falling. Manuella made a rush 
to succour him, to kneel by him, exclaiming : 

How could you i ” 

Waldo put himself between them. 

, " Leave hixn alone ; he is not fit for you to touch. Go 
upstairs, pack, and . get out of this Jiouse as quickly as 
you can." She rose slowly, gazing from one man to 
another, bewnldercd. 

" But . . 

" Go, If you don’t, I shall put you out." This was 
not the Lord Lyssons she knew, this was not Waldo at 
all. He was deadly in earnest, authoritative, without 
humour, " Damn you, don't dare to move — this was to 
Peter, who made an effort to rise. " If you get up I 
shall kiiock you down again." 

" Are you alone with Mm here ? " he asked, when he 
opened the do'or for her. 

" Nurse and baby are with me." 

" I thought so," 



CONCERT PITCH 


3 m:: 

It is not easy to thrash a man who makes no resistance. 
Waldo did his best when the door closed behind her, but 
made a poor job of his task. He thought of strangling 
Mr. Peter Graham, but refrained before his pallor ; the 
lack of struggle made it impossible. He kicked him where 
he lay, finally, contemptuously, not even violently. 

Don't dare to move until we are out of the house. 
You hear that, don't you ? . . damn you ! He could 
not trust himself with the man, and went out into the 
hall, where Manuella joined him quickly. 

'' What happened ? What did he do ? He has been 
so awfully good to me. ..." 

Oh, yes i A sweet fellow 1 I’m sure. Where’s the 
nurse and the boy. You’ve a train to catch." 

** A train. Where am. I going ? " 

To Rome, to your husband." 

''To Harston, but " 

" Don’t argue." 

He ^vas not himself at all until she was out of the house. 
They waited in the garden • for nurse and baby and 
luggage. She questioned him, but his answers were short 
and impatient, unsatisfying. . 

" I can’t talk to you here," was his apology. 

" But what will you do if Lsay I won’t come away ? ’’ 

" Carry you out, make you." 

" I can’t understand. . . • 

" I know that — that is why I am not trying to explain. 
How much longer is she going to be ? Can’t she Ixurry 
up?" 

Manuella, with the instinct that she had been in danger 
and escaped, that sense of reliance and belief in him which 
she had always felt, said little more, waiting with him. 
One sentence escaped her. 

Does liarston really want me ? " 

" Pie telegraphed you ten days since to go to him in 
Rome, But we could not find you." 

" He isn’t ill ? ’’ 

" No, he is not ill." 

There was an hour or two to spare before the train was 
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due to start. He took Manuella, the child and nurse to 
the '' M6tropoIe/' and made what hasty preparations he 
could for their comfort. He did not intend to go with 
them. He must stay here and see tliat Peter Graham 
spread no tales, told no more lies. A few ’words or so 
from Manuella and the position was clear to him. The 
fog in London and the croupy child ; the promise of 
sunshine and wannth ; her impulsive clesir'e to get away, 
misapprehension of his owm silence. She was not fit to 
take care of herself, she would never be fit. And he . . , 
he would have to stand aside again. 

Don't do anything foolish when you get to Rome, 
anything impulsive. Wait until I come.” 

” You are coming ? ” 

“ As soon as I have settled up here, settled Mr. Peter 
Graham/’ His voice was vindictive. 

You haven’t told me . . /' 

Then, with his eyes on hers, he said very quietly : 

Do you really need telling ? ” 

She hesitated, changed colour; his eyes did not leave 
her face as he repeated bis question, 

** You need not answer,” he said quickly, turning away. 

But I want to answer/’ She moved over to him and 
he waited. 

‘ Well?” 

She liung her iiead and spoke in a voice so low he had 
td stoop to hear it. 

** I . . . I . . , guess — — ” 

She was close to him. He wanted to put his arms 
about her, hold her. To aU the world she was brave and 
strong, a woman ; but to him she was always something 
of a child. 

You know how foolish you have been ? "" 

Don’t scold me.” 

You deserve it.” 

That is why.” 

. Where did you think I was ? ” 

, '' I didn't think.” 

Nob, trust me ! ” He -kept his restraint upon himsetf, 
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went on quickly : ‘‘ Perhaps you were right. I suppose 
I am rather erratic. I might have gone questing, looking 
for windmills , . 

She wanted to know all about Harston, what lay before 
her in Rome, and he was glad to change the topic from 
Peter Graham and her imprudence. 

I will telegraph to him to meet you. If it misses 
him, if by any chance he is not at the station, you 
go there.'’ He gave her an address. ‘'They are com- 
fortable rooms, and they are being kept vacant for you* 
About Harston . . he paused. " Well/’ he walked 
towards the window, looked out on the blue Mediterranean, 
tried for the best words. " They are not together, not 
in any sense of the word together. But she has some 
sort of feeling, blackguardly feeling, for him, which he 
does not return ; he would be glad to be out of her 
toils. He only wants her to sing his music*^ I think 
you can help him. He is weak, you know. She will 
throw him over eventually, as sure as possible she will 
throw him over. There is ;her husband, too, to be 
reckoned with. It is quagmire for you . . .’’he paused 
again, “but it is the right thing ” — he was talking 
with his back to her, practically to himself— I suppose 
it’s the right thing. ...” He broke off. 

Again she came over to him ; she w^as a creature of 
swift movement, and put her hand on his ann. 

“ You want me to do this ? ” He looked down on her, 
on those questioning eyes, those quivering lips. 

“ Is there any choice ? ” he asked slowly. The lovely 
flush mounted, darkening her eyes ; her breath was 
uneven, “ Whom God hath joined. It isn’t just a 
cliche, 1 suppose ? ” 

“ No, I suppose not.” 

All that was unuttered between them he saw in her 
dejected eyes, she in his. Then very gently he took her 
hand from his arm, 

“ It is time we were starting.” 

If he sighed she hardly heard it. She was going back 
to Harston, to her duty ; she herself had made the choice 
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between the two men. On Waldo she could have leaned, 
Harstoii would always lean on her ; slie braced her 
strengtli. Afterwards, at tlie station, when he had found 
the carriage for them and stood at the door talking, she 
seemed to understand better what she had escaped. 

If it had not been for you ...” she began. 

” That is what I want you to know.” He spoke quickly, 
and for once entirely without reserve. It will never 
again be a case of ' if it were not for me/ I am going to 
look after you, even if it has to be from a distance. I hope 
not, I think I am man enougii for that to be unnecessary. 
But you will not be left alone again. To me your im- 
pulsiveness and your courage are both beautiful, part 
of you ; I would not have them altered. But . . , they 
are dangerous ; there are ahvays precipices, quagmires, 
crevasses. . . , He had been serious long enough. 

YouTe a bom biunderer, you know,” he said, but his 
eyes werb ’tender, ” Don’t do anything foolish in Rome. 
Ill be there as soon as possible.” 

” Have you got everything ? ” 

The whistle sounded, tlie flag waved, the train moved 


CHAPTER XXXI 


S HE was to travel all night and be at Genoa in the 
morning. The next evening she would be in Rome* 
It was a corridor train ; the compartment, which she, 
with the baby and nurse, was to occupyj- wakihg or .sleeping, 
during the next twenty-six hours, contained ' only ^ three 
seats. , Nurse was in a condition of offended dig.nityl hatting 
been unduly, and, to her mind, needlessly, hurried. She 
intruded her sense of responsibility, and spoke of the risk 
of moving about in winter-time with, a croupy child* She 
would not allow the window to. be opened. This circum- 
spection, with which she could not quarrel, drove Manuella 
out of the carriage to where, on the narrow wooden ledge, 
miscalled a corridor seat, she was able to obtain the 
questionable advantage of a slight draught, combined with 
the soot from the engine. To be uncomfortable, however, 
suited her mood. Neither backward nor forward could 
she look with satisfaction. She had been a fool ; her 
cheeks burned when she thought what a fool she had 
been. They burned, too, when she thought of Waldo. 
He had knocked Peter Graham down ; to think of the 
reason of his doing so was impossible. Then there w^as 
her meeting with Harston to face. What would he say 
to her, how excuse himself ?, It would be horrible to 
hear him excuse himself, and to know how little she 
really cared. She would help him if he needed help, but 
it would be dreary work. But Waldo would come soon 
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. * . she ought not to dweil upon that. She sighed 
impatiently, watching the darkening panorama of the 
country, hating all that was before her. 

A fellow-traveUer, alone in tiie next ccnnpartment, 
occupied also with his owii affairs, wondered idly why she 
sat there, and not in her compariincnt. Had she, too, 
lost everything at the tables ? Was slxe travciling alone ? 
But he was only vaguely interested ; he had other things, 
more important, on his mind. 

At seven o'clock dinner was served* Nurse was still 
sulky and said she did not want any dinner. 

Having overcome the difficulty of progressing along the 
narrow corridor of tiie quickty-moving train, Manuella 
found herself in the sparsely-occupied dining-car. There 
was a married couple at the further table with a 
daughter almost as old as themselves, possibty English ; a 
party of Americans, shrill and assertive ; and there were 
two ’German commis-wyageim in travelling d&$hahiUe, 
tweed caps and slippered feet, who looked at her with 
appraising eyes. 

‘ The waiter asked : 

’ "‘For one? and indicated a seat at the table near 
the door, where already there was another diner. 

As the meal proceeded, she looked at her with 

a slight curiosity, finding it difficult to guess his nationality. 
The black morning-coat and grey trousers in wffiich he 
travelled showed he was not an Englishman, although 
they were English clothes; his fine and slender hands 
proved he was no German. Manuella decided this before 
the soup was served. She wanted to think of anything 
but that which was before or behind hei. When he 
spoke to the waiter, ordering a bottle of Chianti and a 
Nocera, his bad French suggested he must be either 
Italian or Spanish. It was not until later that she learned 
he was a Sicilian. ■ He was obviously uninterested in 
German bagmen and their writes, in shrill Americans, and 
provincial Fraxichmen. He was abstracted whilst he ate 
his soup, making notes, or what looked like figures, in a 
little note-book. , He had a new system to work out, one 


CONCERT PITCH 349 

that had only just occurred to him, and this time it was 
certainly an infallible one. 

Before dinner was over, the infallibility seemed less 
certain, and, in any case, he did not propose to try his 
fortune again ; he had, indeed, no fortune to try. Then 
he became vaguely aware that opposite to him was the 
girl who had sat so long on that uncomfortable ledge in 
the corridor, and that she was both young and beautiful, 
Sicilian ladies do not travel alone, Giovanni Orilia only 
knew of two sorts of ladies ; those wlio travelled alone and 
those who did not. He was ready for distraction on the 
long joiumey before him ; the steady purpose of his journey 
was not one upon which to dwell. He had none of those 
■'resources in himself’ which make solitude pleasant to 
men of greater intellectual endowment. He rarely read, 
and his imagination for many years had been limited to 
" runs,” maximums, and combinations of numbers, con- 
cerned a little savagely, perhaps, about the cagnotte and 
the amount it absorbed, and always hopefully of a 
succession of eights and nines. He had a palate, and 
found the dinner served in the train inadequate to gratify 
it. He had also an eye — two, in fact — black, capable of 
softness in expression when they were not on a croupier 
or a changeiif, the turn of a wheel or a card. Manuella 
decided, for one cannot help coming to some decision as to 
a man who sits at the same dining-table, that he would 
have been handsome if he had not looked so carewTOii, 
if his face had been unfurrowed. They were gambler’s 
furrows, gambler’s wrinkles round his handsome eyes ; 
but she did not recognize this. She thought he must 
have had troubles. 

Mademoiselle is looking for something ? ” was the 
first sign that he acknowledged her existence. He spoke 
in French, but it was obviously not his native tongue. 

" Only for the salt.” 

" But there is none on the table. If you will permit 
me, I will call the waiter.” 

After the opening the salt gave him it was easy to 
ask if she had ordered wine, if she would allow him to 
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piirsued the future* What would have happened if Waldo 
had not come to the viUa ? Nothing would liave hap- 
pened ; of course, nothing would have happened. But 
on that which it was difficult to believe, it \vas impossible 
not to dwell. She turned uneasily on her narrow bed 
and went off on another track, Waldo had neither for- 
gotten 'nor neglected her. He had sought out Harston, 
She wondered what had happened between them ; why 
Waldo thought she ought, to be with or near him ; wffiat 
Harston had telegraphed? Had she been a good wife to 
him ? Can you be a good wife to a man you do not love,, 
but must criticize ? If she had married Waldo , , . It 
was not possible to get comfortable in such a bed, nor 
to sleep. How long the night was going to be ! 

The light was obscured by a dark green shade ; if she 
moved the shade she could read. She had a book some- 
where ; Waldo had put it in at the last moment ; but 
If she got up, turned up the light, and moved the 
shade, nurse would sulk. She would lie still, think of 
nothing, count sheep going through a gate, force her- 
'self to, sleep.' 

She .had almost succeeded, notwithstanding^ the sliriek 
"of the -engine, y.the, iron 'rattle 'of wheels dh The Tails, ..the 
creak of the couplings. She had left off hearing noises, 
counting'sheep ; her brain was relaxing, vaguely drifting' 
to drowsy silence, when she was brought back abruptly. 
Someone was knocking, knocking at the door of the 
compartment ; she sat up to listen. There was no 
doubt about it ; rattling as well as knocking. She 
called out : 

Wait a minute/' 

Whilst she slid out of bed, and sought for her slippers, 
she wished whoever was knocking would be more careful, 
and speak low to avoid waking baby. It was probably 
for the examination of the luggage. 

The conductor of the sleeping-car stood at the door, 
without his distinctive cap, with alarmed face and tongue 
, so agitated that it was difficult at &st to undemtand 
what it waa he w^anted of her. His French was quite 
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fluent, but he was a Swiss, and in his agitation he spoke 
a patois, 

“ Madame will be so good , . . Madame has with her 
a scew de oharitL There is no doctor on the train. A 
gentleman in the next compartment has been taken ill ; 
if there is no help for him he will die. If madame would 
spare her sceur de chariU. . . 

The nurse's dress had misled him ; she was not a smut 
de charite, she was an English hospital nurse, with an 
uncertain temper. 

“ I don't know if she would come. ..." 

Manuella was doubtful, but, fortunately, nurse woke 
up at this juncture and agreed, if Manuella would stay 
with the child, to see whether there was anything she 
could suggest. 

** Come back and tell me. 

They w^'ere already out of hearing, and she was left 
alone — alone with the sleeping child. She knew it was 
the man with whom she had talked at dinne. that had 
met with an accident. She pictured him in the next com- 
partment, dying perhaps. She wished she could have 
been of use. She hated sitting here doing nothing, 
waiting ; the noise of the. train speeding through the 
night and the darkness made everything worse. She 
groped for her clothes, dressed as well as she was able, and 
waited again. It seemed a long time before anyone came. 
Then it was the conductor. 

'' She says will yon come ? She wants to get back to 
the baby ; it is after all not so bad." 

Manuella went with him gladly ; anything was better 
than sitting with her thoughts, 

" What was it ? " 

" He has cut himself." 

At first she thought he must have tried to commit 
suicide, tried, and succeeded 1 

The narrow compartment was full of the scent of blood, 
through the open window was a rush of cold air, and the 
light flared and flickered from the broken lamp. There 
was glass on the floor, and blood, everywhere blood ; 
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nurse's dressing-gown was stained with it, also her hands, 
and there was a smear of it on her face. Only one bed 
was made up in this compartment ; on it there lay the 
moaning man. A bandage was on his head, already dark 
with a darkness that spread ; but it was tlio smell of the 
blood that made her feel faint and sick. 

What is it ? What has happened ? 

It was onty an accident. Nurse and tlie conductor 
explained that the broken glass of tlie lamp was re- 
sponsible. 

“He must have struck his head against it when^ 
he stood on the bed and reached to put up Ins bag. 
But it was lucky I heard and came in. He would have 
bled to death i Mon Dieu / how he bled ! '' 

The broken glass had cut an artery. Nurse had bound 
it up, but not,Before*%great deal of blood had been lost. 

** Someone must 'Sif %ith him to see it doesn't break 
out agaliff I*m going back to my bab}^'^ 

She may have meant she was going back to her bed. 
Accidents were not adventures to her, only ordinary 
in^qidents, and, she was cold,- wanted to get back. 

^aauella^'bf . course, agreed to stay. Why .not ? She 
could not sleep ; he had sat at her table at dinner ; she 
had, as it were, an acquaintance with him, and could 
not let him bleed to death. By this time there were other 
people in the corridor asking what had happened; dis- 
hevelled, cold, or frightened travellers, useless in their 
pyjamas and night-clothes. There was no doctor amongst 
them, , nor anyone with knowledge of what were best to 
do. They glanced in and hurried away. They were 
anxious to avoid any responsibility, to get away from the 
dreadful sight. It was a dreacIM sight ; the blood had 
splashed everything — coagulated human blood. 

Manuella, as they scurried away, thought it was fortunate 
that nurse had been there, and able to tie an artery. 
There came a'^iime when she thought differently. For 
the present, she was quite willing to sit with the invalid, 
releasing nurse to go back to the child. It needed courage, 
she could sit nowhere that was not blood-stained ; every, 
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time the train jerked, it seemed the wound might reopen. 
Nurse went back to bed, the conductor to his post ; 
Manuella said she felt equal to the task, and would ring if 
he became worse. 

Left alone with the unconscious wounded man, she tore 
off pieces of her own underlinen to make fresh bandages ; 
she got water and bathed his head, subordinating her 
dread and disgust to his need. Nurse had given her 
instructions, and she carried them out faithfully. 

Don't you let him move or stir. Get a teaspoonful 
of brandy with a little water in it down his throat from 
time to time. Cover his feet up as warm as possible. 
Change the bandage when it soaks through." 

Whenever Giovanni Orilia opened his exhausted eyes 
during that long, endless night, it was toJopl|Jnto those he 
had admired at dinner. She sajv tbd-recofnition in his. 

''You are not to speak. You are to lie stilly. 'and take 
the brandy I am feeding you with. You have had an 
accident, but you will soon he all right ; the train is 
slowing down." 

A railway accident ? " ' '• 

" No, you must have been reaching up to put a bag 
or hat-box on the shelf." ' 

“ Oh, yes I I remember." • 

" You cut your head with the glass of the broken lamp, 
we think. You have lost a great deal of blood’’; ■ it was an 
artery. But now it has stopped." 

It is very good of you to be here with me." 

Gambler, f 0^/6% reckless and decave though he might be, 
no one had ever found fault with Giovanni Orilia’ s manners. 
Those manners of his had captivated the less well-bred 
prima-donna ten long years ago, wdien she had made her 
debut in Rome and been so proud of his attentions. It 
was the same story with Giovanni Orilia as it was now with 
Harston Migotti. He had not succumbed to her charms, 
but resisted them. Even in Rome one could gamble, and 
women were not nearly as attractive to him as the green 
cloth. She knew him to be poor, with impoverished 
estates, knew that the irente-ei-quarante at Palermo would 
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complete what ‘‘ The Travellers’ Chib in Paris had begum 
Alma Des V<bux was then at the beginning of her career, 
barely twenty. All the critics said that hers was the voice 
of the century ; all Rome had gone mad over her, and 
she could have had her choice of lovers, even of husbands, 
Giovanni Oiilia did not woo her passionate^ ; he wooed her 
indifferently, or hardl}^ at all. In truth, he could not 
make up his mind as to whether he wanted her or not. 
The gambler is never the lover. But his indiffet*ence or 
indecfeioii made her certain that she wanted him. There 
were so many other men about her, and none of them were 
cool but Giovanni. She married him before his mind was 
really made up ; he hardly knew how it had come about. 
She loved him violently for at least two years, and she. 
cannot truthfully be said to have had much satisfaction 
for her love: Their quarrels began before their honey- 
moon ended. She was gifted with a grand voice, a 
capacity for acting, and a sense of music be3^oud wdiat 
might have been expected. But social^ she belonged 
to the lower strata of Neapolitan middle-dass, and out- 
side her music she had no education. He made her feel 
her inferiority* She loved him the better for this in a 
tiger-cat, inconvenient way. But she hated him also, at 
times, even more fiercely. In the end, their lives became 
a compromise. He was to be found in all the gambling 
centres of Europe, she in the Opera Houses of its cities. 
Each went his or her own way, yet the tie between 
them held. When the Prince Persipola had pursued her, 
to the scandal of Vienna, some four years after her 
marriage, Giovanni Orilia turned up cool and indifferent 
from Nice, and fought a duel with him. When Achille 
Bemheim, of Paris, made his attentions conspicuous, 
Giovanni came from Biarrit2j to persuade him that Paris 
was not healthy just then* And Achille Bernheim needed 
little persuading. 

But this vras in the past ; everything was in the past 
now with Giovanni Orilia, excepting his intention to get 
. even with his tiger-cat of a wife^ and to prove to her that 
what he had threatened he would carry out. He had 
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written to her to that effect, and she had answered that 
he was mistaken, that Signor Migotti was in Rome with 
his wife* Now the lie was proved, for here was Migotti's 
wife ; they had sent for her in order to deceive him. Well, 
he was not deceived. She was not fit to live, that wife of 
his ; he would not leave her behind him. 

All through that long night Manuella tended Giovanni 
Orilia, but he never told her his name. She sat on the 
little carpet-stool by his side, feeding him wdth the tea- 
spoonfuls of brandy and water, and changing his bandages. 
Every time he woke he found those dark eyes gazing at 
him with solicitude ; they were sad eyes, and he thought 
he knew why they were sad. Once, notwithstanding her 
prohibition to talk, he asked her if she was going to Rome 
because she had tired of Mentone, and hastily she 
answered : 

“ My husband sent for me/' 

Of course, that was what he suspected ; she ‘was to be 
there for a blind, for his deception. 

The long night dragged on* The train lumbered and 
jerked. When it was at its worst, she kept her hands 
upon the bandages, fearful lest the bleeding should break 
out again. But it was really only a superficial accident, 
and, when the artery had been tied, there was nothing 
to fear ; the slight concussion was relieved by the 
bleeding. 

All that night, growing stronger as the hours went on, 
and recovering from shock, Giovanni was conscious of her 
encompassing kindness. She fetched the pillows from her 
own bed to supplement his. About four in the morning, 
he told her she could safely leave him. He said he could 
not thank her adequately. She replied that she wanted 
no thanks, anybody would have done as much as she. 
sShe said she would not leave him, for the wound might 
reopen ; she could sleep as well vsitting up here as lying 
down in the next compartment. Then she gave him a 
little more brandy and water, and, as nurse had suggested, 
put a hand on his pulse. 

“ It is really getting stronger/' 
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** I know, madaine. You can t^afely leave me/' 

'' Hush I It is I who am the nurse, and so must judge/' 
She smiled down on him. Only that lingering sense of 
chivalry had made him bid her go. He wanted her to 
stay. 'He had his countrymen’s nervous organization, 
and dreaded solitude in his weakness. He only slept 
because he knew she was there watching. 

Before morning there dawned in his somewhat callous 
heart something that softened and altered it ; not vitally, 
because at fifty neither a man's heart nor his nature 
changes vitally, but temporaril}". And dawn in the east 
is . red. Before, he had been thinking only of his own 
wrongs ; now he thought also of hers. This girl had 
given up her night's rest for him. 

I am really. better now ; let us talk a little/' he said 
later on, it wa!i^.Ml. daylight. Soon they would be 
in. Genoa. *•. 

I don't think it will be very good for yon/’ she 
answered doubtfully. She was really getting sleepy, and 
had clilBcuity in suppressiit^ her yawns. She could see 
for herself now ‘that she was no longer needed, but held 
her post until she should be relieved. 

I feel like Casabianca/' she told him ; and then had 
to explain The boy stood on the burning deck." 

"lam going to ask yoti a strange question, the strangest 
possible question/' 

" I shouldn't if I were you." 

That is what Waldo WT^uld have said, she knew^ it as 
she uttered it ; if they had married .she would have growm 
like him. She was very sleepy, losing control over her 
thoughts. 

" Are you unhappy ? " 

Giovanni Orilia raised himself on his elbow to ask 
. her ; and she was alarmed lest the bleeding should break 
out again. But he would not be put off, repeating Ms 
/■.question. 

" Is anybody happy ? " 

She evaded a more definite answer when it seemed 
that he would not be put off. He lay without speaking 
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after that, and she thought he slept again. She very 
nearly dozed off on that uncomfortable carpet-stool, but 
came to herself with a start. 

‘‘Is it about your husband and Alma Orilia you are 
distressed ? '' She had come to herself with a start, 
but now was broad awake. 

“ Who are you ? How do you know ? How on earth 
do you know ? '' 

“ You are going to Rome to join him, because they have 
sent for you ? 

“Yes! But who are you? what are my affairs to 
you ? No, don’t move.’" And again her hand was on 
the bandage. 

“ I am Alma Orilia’s husband.” 

He had been a patient, hardly a personality ; her care 
for him had hem an instinctive^, not’ a I'easbned,* labour. 
Now she stared at him. Giovamii Orilia — ^Alma'Orilia’s 
husband I 

“She shall not make you unhappy,” he said. “Go 
now, but be content. You ^all not always be unhappy. 
Leave everything to me.” . 
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I know, rnadanie. You can safely leave me/’ 

“ Hush I It is I who am the nurse, and so must judge/’ 
She smiled doum on him. Onl}^ that lingering sense of 
chivalry had made him bid her go. He wanted her to 
staJ^ He had his countrymen’s nervous organkation, 
and dreaded solitude in his weakness. He only slept 
because he knew she was there watching. 

Before morning there dawned in his somewhat callous 
heart something tiiat softened and altered it ; not vitally, 
because at fifty neither a man’s heart nor his nature 
changes vitally, but temporarily. And dawn in the east 
is red. Before, he had been thinking only of his own 
wrongs ; now he thought also of hers. This girl had 
given up her night’s rest for him. 

I am really. better now ; let us talk a little/’ he said 
later on, it was|.£nll. daylight. Soon they would be 
in. Genoa. " 

'' I don’t think it will be very good for you/’ she 
answered doubtfully. She was really getting sleepy, and 
had difficulty in suppressiii^ her yawns. She could see 
for herself now 'that she was no longer needed, but held 
her post until she should be relitwed. 

'' I feel like Casabianca/’ she told him ; and then had 
to explain '' The boy stood on the burning deck/’ 

I am going to ask you a strange question, the strangest 
possible qtiestion/’ 

I shouldn’t if I were you/’ 

That is what Waldo would have said, she knew it as 
she uttered it ; if they had married slie would have grown 
like him. She was very sleepy, losing control over her 
thoughts. 

“ Are you unhappy ? ” 

Giovanni Orilia raised himself on his elbow to ask 
her ; and she was alarmed lest the bleeding should break 
but again. But he would not be put off, repeating his 
question. 

v. Is anybody happy ? ” 

She evaded a more definite answer when it seemed 
^ that he would not be put off. He lay without speaking 
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after that, and she thought he slept again. She very 
nearly dozed off on that uncomfortable carpet-stool, but 
came to herself with a start. 

''Is it a.bout your husband and Ahna Orilia you are 
distressed ? She had come to herself with a start, 
but now was broad awake. 

" Who are you ? How do you know ? How on earth 
do you know ? 

" You are going to Rome to join him, because they have 
sent for you ? ” 

"Yes! But who are you? what are my affairs to 
you ? No, don't move." And again her hand was on 
the bandage, 

" I am Alma Orilia's husband," 

He had been a patient, hardly a peponality ; her care 
for him had been an instinctive,, not -a reason^, -labour. 
Now she stared at him. Giovanni Orilia — ^Alma*Orilia's 
husband ! 

"She shall not make you. unhappy, he said. "Go 
now, but be content. You ^all not always be unhappy. 
Leave everything to me." , 


CHAPTER XXXI 1 


T HE rest of tlu; journey was bkirred with fatigue. 

1 Baby was fretful and nurse irritable. Mamiella 
; might have slept, but between them they made it 
impossible. 

They reached Rome at ■ six o'clock in the evening 
It was raining, and on the wet and dismal platform 
Y^vsfacchtin with their monotonous cries; the glimmering 
lartps shone on shivering, impatient passengers. She 
looked up and down, bade nurse stand by the luggage 
and went outside the station. Here, notwithstanding 
the ram, it was brilliantly alight, and she could see the 
large buildings opposite, the broad road, the waiting lines 
ot carnages and cabs, omnibuses for luggage : but she 
could not see Harston Migotti. Waldo had telegraphed 
that she was mining, but her husband had not come to 
meet her. She was alone, sick with fatigue and the 
depression of it, heart-sick, too. 

where nurse stood beside the luggage 
with baby m her arms and disapproval on her countenank 
she was accosted by one of the men labelled ” Inter-brHe ” 
and wearing a Cook’s ” band round his hat. He spoke 
interpreter’s English, barely comprehensible, and his other 
slanguages , were little better. Still she made out that he 

Madame Migotti. When she 
,^rephed affirmatively her immediate troubles were over.'^ 

, , 360 X - . 
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The man was fully instructed ; there was a cab waiting 
for her ; rooms had been engaged. 

That night she was too tired to ask from whom his 
instructions came. The rooms to which he took them were 
in the Piazza Barberini, large and airy, but to English 
eyes comfortless, one room opening into another, without 
privacy or warmth. Waldo had engaged them before he 
left Rome ; the telegram to Cook’s was an afterthought. 
He had done everything possible ; foreseeing that her 
husband might be too much occupied to meet her. That 
Alma would make it impossible, contrive and intrigue 
that she should go without this attention, he may also 
have foreseen. Manueila, after the first moment of dis- 
appointment, was too tired to care. All she wanted 
to do was to get between sheets ^nd sleep off her 
fatigue. 

In the morning she sent a letter to Harston, merely 
announcing her arrival. The answer came back quickly : 

Dear One, I will be with you as soon as possible ; 
this is only to bid you welcome. But there are only 
three days more, and nothing is ready ; I am almost in 
despair. Kiss my Siegfried for me, I am with you both 
in my heart.” 

It was true that everyone was working night and day, 
and, as is the way with theatrical enterprises, everything 
was behind. 

At Alma Orilia’s fiat the confusion concentrated. From 
morning until night, for the last w^eek and more, people 
had been coming and going, messages, telegrams, letters, 
flowers arriving, the telephone ringing, Stollmont rushing 
in and out, distracted. Now it was the scenery, and now 
the costumes ; always there were the artists whom nobody 
could satisfy. At the last moment, Fadini, who was 
playing Paulinus, threw up his part. De Ochoa, who 
replaced him at a moment’s notice, had to be rehearsed 
privately as well as on the stage. It was difficult music — 
how difficult only the orchestra knew. But after three 
• weeks with Migotti there was not a musician among 
‘them who was not devoted to hini and his music. The 
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The man was fully instructed ; there was a cab waiting 
for her ; rooms had been engaged* 

That night she was too tired to ask from whom his 
instructions came* The rooms to which he took them were 
in the Piazza Barberini, large and airy, but to English 
eyes comfortless, one room opening into another; without 
privacy or warmth. Waldo had engaged them before he 
left Rome ; the telegram to Cook’s was an afterthought. 
He had done everything possible ; foreseeing that her 
husband might be too much occupied to meet her* That 
Alma woulcl make it impossible, contrive and intrigue 
that she should go without this attention, he may also 
have foreseen. Manuella, after the first moment of dis- 
appointment, was too tired to care. All she wanted 
to do was to get between sheets ^nd sleep off her 
fatigue. . 

In the morning she sent a letter to Harston, merely 
announcing her arrival* The answer came back quickly : 

“ Dear One, I will be with you as soon as possible ; 
this is only to bid you welcome. But there are only 
three days more, and nothing is ready ; I am almost in 
despair. Kiss my Siegfried for me. I am with you both 
in my heart.'’ 

It was true that everyone was working night and day, 
and, as is the w'ay with theatrical enterprises, everything 
was behind. 

At Alma Orilia’s fiat the confusion concentrated. From 
morning until night, for the last week and more, people 
had been coming and going, messages, telegrams, letters, 
flowers arriving, the telephone ringing, Stollmont rushing 
in and out, distracted. Now it was the scenery, and now 
the costumes ; always there were the artists whom nobody 
could satisfy. At the last moment, Fadini, who was 
playing Paulinus, threw up his part, De Ochoa, who 
replaced him at a moment’s notice, had to be rehearsed 
privately as well as on the stage. It was difficult music — 
how difficult only the orchestra knew. But after three 
weeks with Migottl there was not a musician among 
them who was not devoted to him and his music. The 
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chorus-master was another devotee.. "But for the choruses 
and the orchestra, and, above all, the great prima-donna,. 
Stollmont’s anxiety would have deepened to despair. As 
it was, he was secretly exhilarated, and only oiitwardiy 
raging, gesticulatory and vociferous. The stage^nmchinery 
was elaborate, and three clays before tfie performance still 
imperfect ; an essential piece, oiil\' procurable in Paris, 
never arrived at all. Thca-e was no end to the mishaps, 
and- BO words o.^ Stollmont’s were strong enough to 
characterize the ' mi>ane slackness of the Italian work- 
men. He swore and raged in vain ; C!)ii fusion became ever 
worse confounded. The premiere was to be three clays 
after Mamiella arrived in Rome. Into tiiose three days 
three months of work must be crowded. 

So Harston told, her, when at length he came, with 
disordered ‘hlir and 'wiki eyes. He said he was glad she 
was ‘here ; he kissed her, and even the child, and asked 
il, there was anything she needed. He looked hastily at 
her rooms, and said they were splendid, and Lord Lyssons 
had been clever in securing them. 

Shall I come over to the hotel and pack for you, and 
move, your things here ? Maniieila asked him. Hurriedty 
he answered that he thought it better, after all, to stay 
where '%e was until after Friday* 

■ ''I am nearer the theatre. Day and night %ve are 
rehearsing/' ‘ : 

But day and night, too, he was at Alma Orilia's flat* 
Ahna had heard no further from her husband after writing 
that letter in which she had told him that his suspicions 
were unfounded, anything he liad heard . unjustified, and 
that the composer of II Traditore had his wife with him 
■in Rome. 

After she had,* written to Juan, and when Manuellawas 
on her way to Rome, Alma Orilia's jealousy had flamed up 
again* She would hardly let Harston out of her sight* 
;§fae could not do without him ; every question must be 
Apubmitted, to his judgment. There were consultations 
"'^th with Roliaghi, with chorus-master, 

wen gas-men* When Harston was not at 
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the theatre he was at the fiat. The flat was near the 
Costanzi, and his hotel near both. All these things he told 
Maniiella, but not that Alma Orilia was passionately jealous 
of his wife, and it was necessary, even vital, to keep her 
in good-humour. He w^ould have told her even this if 
he had understood her fully. As it was, his idea was only 
to keep the two women apart until after the great event. 
What would happen then he had no idea, he did not 
wish to think. There were times when he adored Alma 
Orilia, those were when she was singing his music. 
There were times when he had no feeling for her at all, 
but something very like dread ; those times when she 
made scenes, spoke virulently of his “ drag of a wife/’ 
and showed her coarse vindictiveness. Because she 
knew how slender was her hold on him,„slle flaunted it for 
all Rome to see. ^ ^ . 

It seemed plausible that lie should not wish; to 
move, until after Friday, reasonable even that he 
did not wish Manuella to be present at the first per- 
formance. 

. I shall be more nervous- if I know you are there/" he. 
said. But he meant that he could not risk Alma seeing 
her in the house. Once Manuella saw . them driving 
together. Harston’s face was. , alight, he was talking 
eagerly, and they were sitting very close. If she was 
depressed when she got back to her rooms, it was not on 
that account, but because she felt how usel^s she was 
here. She was doing nothing, making no effort, such as 
Waldo expected of her. Waldo meant her to fight this 
influence to which Harston was submitting. But she 
could not. What could she give him in compensation for 
Alma Oriiia’s glorious voice and power in the musical 
world ? Nothing, not even love. 


Giovanni Orilia had lost a great deal of blood ; he felt 
weak, unfit, although not unstable for his purpose. He rested 
three days in a clinic, not informing his wife of Ms where- 
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abauts. When he got better, and sat under the tree, near 
the gates of the Villa Medici in the Pincio, he, too, like 
Manuella, saw her driving with Harston Migotti. He went 
there the next day, and saw them again. That was the 
day of the first performance of // TrmlUore. He had 
meant to go to the theatre, but it was too late to 
secure a seat. He had, however, many friends in Rome, 
and could visit them in their boxes. On the great night 
he dressed quite carefully, dined well, and arrived in 
time for the Overture. 

The Theatre Costanzi is bare and undecorated, it is 
not divided into stalls and circles after the manner of an 
English house ; there are no velvet upholstered chairs, 
there is no luxury but the luxury of the performances. 
The boxes are built around the amphitheatre, and it is 
the fashion to pay visits to them, to pass from one to 
another. The one reserved for Royalty was little different 
from the rest. Giovanni Orilia finally found himself in the 
one opposite to this — ^the one belonging to the Marquis de 
Ludini, whom he had left behind in Monte Carlo. He was 
welcomed by the Marquis's son and daughter-indaw, who 
inquired after their father's health, and, glad of the latest 
news, detained him. He heard that great expectations 
had Been formed of the new opera ; that it w?as said the 
composer was the genius for whom all Italy was waiting. 
The secret of Migotti's birth was known, but he was an 
Italian notwithstanding. 

They say the music is worthy even for your wife to 
sing/' ^ 

.Giovanni acknowledged the compliment. He thought 
they, too, looked at him curiously, finding it, peiiiaps, 
strange that he should be here. In Rome a man's wife 
may have a lover, but not in Sicily' Certainly’ not the 
wife of a Sicilian gentleman. Ludini might have knowm 
that, he thought. But he made no sign, ife sat with 
them and chatted, of mutual friends, the cold weather, 
rtuns at. Casino, the coming races. 

' The P^^rty arrived punctually, the little bustle 
of their entry being soon quieted. Now they listened to 
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the Overture* Everybody had come to listen. The 
papers bad paved the way ; critics, who had been present 
at the rehearsals, or had read the score, were enthu- 
siastic in praise. They said it was an advance on the 
best Italian traditions, that the music, passionate, precise, 
and profound, was of an enduring character. 

From the opening the result was never indoubt. There 
were three acts and five tableaux, all of them spectacular 
and dramatic in the widest sense, the interest ever cul- 
minating. With the scena that signalized, her first 
appearance, Alma Orilia, as Queen Cartismandua, captured 
and held the house ; the whole of the first act was a 
sensation. After her second song there was a murmur 
among the audience as of leaves in an autumn wind. In 
the boxes one heard it said that nothing in modern music 
could compare in intensity with '’the Trio at the end of 
the act. The clapping of hands and bravas was as a 
tempest raging. The singers were called and recalled, 
and from the critics one heard E magnifico” '' Un nmvo 
Maestro,'' and unanimous praise. 

The second act was, if possible, more brilliant than the 
first ; the spariding opening chorus went to the head like 
champagne. It is unusual for such an audience to inter- 
fere with its own pleasure by premature tribute, but 
throughout there were indefinable approving murmurs; 
enthusiasm was pent up, to bm*st out in vociferous 
hravi and bravissimi and continuous clapping of 
hands. 

The last act was introduced by a mournful orchestral 
prelude, a complete change of key. Men held their 
breath, '' Un trionfo / '' Un miracolo ! " One caught 

the words 011 moving lips. When, at the end, illma Orilia 
sang the prayer cavatina as only she could sing it, the 
murmur and sound in the audience ceased as if auto- 
matically ; they were spellbound. Then, whilst they were 
still breathless, came the wonderful quartet leading to 
the superb love-duet and the grand finale. The opex'a is 
now as well known as The Chmiot Queen, but one has to 
remember that this was the fmst presentation. 
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The curtain fell, and an almost indescribable scene 
followed. Men stood on chairs, shouting themselves 
hoarse ; the noise reached the roof and seemed to tear 
it; again and again came that thunder and volume of 
bfavi and bravissimi. Flowers wei-e thrown on to the 
stage, and even jewellery. 

The performers who first came forward were greeted 
tumultuously; it seemed as if there would be nothing left 
for the principals. The ladies curtsied and smiled, and 
were pelted with flowers. The gentlemen in their togas 
and filamented heads bowed and laid their hands upon 
their hearts, knowing they had been in fine ^mice. Stoll- 
mont had secured a truly wonderful cast. There was a 
, furore of cries for Alma Orilia. “ Orilia ! ” “ Orilia ! ” 
they shouted, and presently Migotti’s name was also 
heard. 

Alma came on, and curtsied low ; the curtain fell and 
was raised five separate times. She was before them, 
deprecating, accepting, smiling at their applause, which 
again broke and reverberated like thunder. The sixth 
time she was seen holding the composer by the hand, 
indicating that it was to Mm the applause wjis due. She 
hel^,.his hand, and, all at once, impulsively, she kissed it ! 
Ani^tkat was wonderful to the excitable Italians, who 
responded with a sea of waving programme.s and 
recognition. 

When Giovanni Orilia saw his wife kiss the composer’s 
hand before the whole house, before all Rome, he grew very 
white ; when she let go Ms han<l and made that low, 
sweeping curtsey to Mm, as if she -would have knelt at 
Ms feet, he took steady aim. Tire Ludinis had left the 
box, and he was quite alone ; the moved and shouting 
house was in semi-darkness, but the. stage was well-lit. 

. She had kissed Ms hands ; now it seemed she would kiss 
his feet t 

The aim was low, the report hardly heard, amid the 
' uproar. ,, The moment the pistol went off, the second before, 
perhaps, SEgotti had stooped to raise her. She was 
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must be (or him. He had bowed and smiled, and smiled 
and bowed, and even shrugged, for what more could he 
do or say ? In England he had been hissed, humiliated, 
neglected ; but here in Italy they understood, Tliis was 
his moment, the fruition, the acknowledgment of his 
work. Now he could afford to be modest. 

'' I owe it to you/' he said low to Alma, who had 
interpreted him so grandly. 

I want not your gratitude, but your love/' 

Their simultaneous words were simultaneously arrested. 
The applause was for both of them, tlxe shot for only one. 
Afterwards it was said that he saw the raised pistol, 
and flung himself in front of her. The bullet was 
not intended for him, but it was liim.it. reached. The 
composer fell forward on his face ; /he great.singer- reeled, 
and would have fallen too. The curtain was quickly 
lowered. 

For the moment no one in the house knew what had 
happened. Then there was another shot, or was it a 
click ? . . . The applause and clapping of hands died 
away suddenly. Now the house was full of fear, gripped 
and paratysed, silenced with fear, 

''Una Bomba, Una Bomba T' 

There was no doubt the detonating sound was a 
bomb. A cold shiver went through the audience. 

An hysterical voice shrieked "La Reinal" and a more 
terrible hush fell, an instant's hush, full of horror mul 
dread. There was the sound of sobbing, of a passionate 
sobbing. Before . anyone knew or understood, in that 
hush beliind which one heard sobbing, there came the 
hurried entrance of the heavy-footed Carabinieri in their 
black uniforms with the red facings, the white shoulder 
knots conspicuous in. the gloom. All at once, panic 
seized the still darkened house, unreasoning, umuasonablc 
panic, and the word '' bomb " came in hoarse whispers 
from choked throats through wliitening lips. There were 
pelting, huiTjing feet, pushing, struggling people, groans 
and terror. And always the recurring phrases : 

The Queen has been assassinated/' 
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truth was known, a chorus of pity and 
imprecation broke out. There was bound to 
be an objective for it, since Giovanni Orilia was dead, and 
Harston Migotti dying. Not admiratioji but execration 
now greeted the name of Alma Orilia, for whom the bullet 
was intended that brought down the composer of the 
finest opera that had been heard in Italy within the 
memory of man. 

Tih^iWhoie story was in the Fanfitllct the next morning, 
contriSicted in the Capitale, and confirmed in the CiviM 
Caiolica, with appropriate comments. It was, after all, a 
loye story, owing to which twenty-seven men and w’omen, 
who had had no concern in it, were in hospitals or nursing 
homes. Giovanni Orilia had perished by his own hand, 
and in the house in the Piazza Barbephi, where two Cara- 
binieri stood at the door, and doctors went in and out, 
while reporters waited for any scrap of news borne by 
hushed voices, lay Harston Migotti, the great composer of 
The, Chariot Queen and II Traditore, shot through the lung, 
bleeding internally. There was no hope that he would 
live through the day ; his wife was with him, and there 
was a child too ! 4^he great soprano was understood to 
be prostrate with grief. But it was understood also. 
tha.t the authorities had already advised her that. the' 
■she recovered from her prostration and 'ieft5 
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Rome, the sooner would their anxiety on her behalf be 
allayed* 

There are so many ways of telling a story ; there were 
papers less reputable than the FanfuUa and the Capitale, 
less ^ restrained than the CiviM CatoUca. The Diritto, 
for instance, and the Tribuna, might seize on the oppor- 
tunity and attack the Government that permitted Alma 
to remain. The Rtigantino might be expected to make 
fun of the events, lewd and tragic fun, that would rouse 
the populace against her more surely than a serious attack. 
Certainly Rome was no place for Alma OrUia in the first 
days after the calamity at the Costanzi Theatre. 

It is not, however, with her that this story concerns 
itself. She was smuggled safely out of Rome, and has 
not sung there again, nor is she;‘ ever likely to. But 
in America, when the story arrived in a garbled version, 
it was believed to be a great scoop or asset, and was 
responsible for the enormous fee Stollmont was able to 
secure for her in the ensuing spring. 

In the Piazza Barberini, Harston Migotti lay on 
Manuella's bed, very pale, past hope, almost past speech^ 
waiting for the end. At first they were for carrying him 
to the Ospedale ; it was lie himself who had given them 
the direction here, where his young wife received, ^him 
in the small hours of that incredible night, and instead 
of wailing, as an Italian woman would have done, showed 
herself cool and practical, astonishing bearers and doctors 
and hurriedly-summoned nurses. 

It is over/^ was what Harston said to her when they 
laid him on her bed. 

She had no words for him, nor for the tragedy that 
had overwhelmed him. An agony of pity wrung her 
heart and overflowed her eyes. She was told of the great 
success, of the overwhelming applause, 

'' Ah I bat you should have been there ! '' one of the 
bearers said. “Nothing has ever been seen like it« 
; You could have heard the brmas two streets away ; 
^ it was as if the^roof must come off ” 

• Recognition, applaijse, success had come ^ too^^ late, 

^ .. 
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llfHEN tite trath was known, a chorus of pity and 
VV imprecation broke out. There was bound to 
be an objective for it, since Giovanni Orilia was dead, and 
Harston Migotti dying. Not admiration but e.vecration 
now greeted the name of jHima Orilia, for whom the bullet 
was intended tliat brought down tlie composer of the 
finest opera tlrat had been heard in Italy vHthin the 
memory of man. 

T^^whole story was in tlie Fanjitlla the ne.xt morning, 
contfti&cted in the Cafitah, and confirmed in the CiviUa 
Caiolica, with appropriate comments. It was, after all, a 
love story, owing to which twenty-seven men and women, 
who had had no concern in it, were in hospitals or nursing 
homes. Giovanni Orilia had perished by his own hand, 

' and in the house in the Piazza Barberini, where two Cara- 
binieri stood at the door, and doctors went in and out, 
wMle reporters waited for any scrap of news borne by 
hushed voices, lay Harston Migotti, the great composer of 
The Chariot Queen and ll Traditore, shot thror^h the lung, 
bleeding internally. There was no hope that he would 
live through the day ; his wife was with him, and there 
was a child too ! *The great soprano was understood to 
be prostrate with grief. But it was understood, also. 
th§,t, the authorities had already advised her that /the 
she re(:overed from her , prostration and deft 
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Rome, the sooner would their anxiety on her behalf be 
allayed. 

There are so many ways of telling a story ; there were 
papers less reputable than the FanfuUa and the Capitale, 
less restrained than the C4viM CatoUca. The DiriUo, 
for instance, and the Trihtma, might seize on the oppor- 
tunity and attack the Government that permitted Alma 
to remain. The RugmtUno might be expected to make 
fun of the events, lewd and tragic fun, that would rouse 
the populace against her more sui*ely than a serious attack. 
Certainly Rome was no place for Alma Orilia in the first 
days after the calamity at the Costanzi Theatre, 

It is not, however, with her that this story concerns 
itself. She was smuggled safely o\jt of Rome, and has 
not sung there again, nor is she; ever likely to. But 
in America, when the story aixived in a garbled version, 
it was believed to be a great scoop ” or asset, and was 
responsible for the enormous fee Stollmont was able to 
secure for her in the ensuing spring. 

In the Piazza Barberini, Harston Migotti lay on 
Manuella's bed, very pale, past hope, almost past speech, 
waiting for the end. At first they were for carrying him 
to the Ospedale; it was he himself who had given them 
the direction here, where his young \wfe received, Jiim 
in the small hours of that incredible night, and instead 
of wailing, as an Italian viroman would have done, showed 
herself cool and practical, astonishing bearers and doctors 
and hurriedly-summoned nurses. * 

It is over,*' was what Harston said to her when they 
laid him on her bed. 

She had no words for him, nor for the tragedy that 
had overwhelmed him. An agony of pity wrung 
heart and overflowed her eyes. She was told of the g 
success, of the overwhelming applause. _ of the 

Ah I but you should have, been there • _ it- 

bearers said. ‘'Nothing has ever a\vay ^ 

. You could have heard the hrmas two 


it. was as if the’ roof must come off ’ ' too* 

hau. 


late. 


Recognition, applause, . success 
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